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He spoke:all Nature groan'd a loud Reply 
Then hook the 8 un, & tore hum from the Sky. 
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J. OGILVIE. 


THE 
PREFACE. 


S POETRY um general, and par- 
ticularly Rhyme, is, of all others, that 
ſpecies of writing which lies moſt open to 
criticiſm ; a few blemiſhes (which are ſome- 
times to be found even in the moſt correct 
pieces) will be eaſily pardoned by a good- 
natured reader. Horace's rule in this caſe, 
is an admirable one : 


Verum ubi plura nitent in car mine; non 
.eg0 paucis 
Offendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 


Aut humana parum cavit natura. 
This will, I am perſuaded; be allowed, if 
it is conſidered, that an improper allegory, 


a long Period, a forced expreſſion, nay a 
A 3 word 
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L vi 


word and even a ſound yo often repeated, 


is ſufficient (at leaſt with ſome people) to 


ſpoil the beauty, of a poem. Reaſon de- 
cides principally on the merit of other pro- 
ductions; but, in this, one muſt endeavour 
to vleaſe both- the judgment and the car. 
The former are perhaps compoſed only for a 
few ſpeculative men, who are unfafhionable 
enough to read for inſtruction: but the latter 
is univerſally peruſed; and it is ten to one, 
but every Reader is, or at leaſt will pretend 
to be, a Critic. A compoſition of this laſt 
kind, is, like a piece of fine painting, in 
which the parts muſt be adjuſted with the 
niceſt propriety ; the colouring lively, but 
delicately blended ; and one diſproportioned 


feature, is enough to make the whole ridi- 
culous. 


Ir then we ought to. make ſuch ample 
allowances for a poem, when it is compoſed 


on 


[ vii ] 
on trivial ſubjects, and is addreſſed only to 
the imagination; how much further ſhould 
thoſe be extended, when its great aim is to 
touch the heart | The difficulty of ſuch an 
undertaking, is certainly a powerful advo- 
cate in its favour; but the deſign itſelf, to 
a pious mind, muſt neceſſarily be an irre- 


ſiſtible one. 


Tas human heart, like a citadel ſur- 
rounded with almoſt inacceſſible bulwarks, 
muſt (ere one can obtain acceſs to it) be 
attacked with the firmeſt intrepidity ; the 
ſeveral avenues that lead to it diſcovered, 
and numberleſs accidents ſurmounted in the 
way. . A man muſt rouze the conſcience, 
alarm the paſſions, captivate the imagina- 
tion, and intereſt the judgment. There is 
perhaps no ſubject, that affords a nobler 
fund of materials for effectuating ſuch an 
end, than the general conflagration a ſub- 
| A 4 je, 


a 


, 
\ ' 
th. 
14 
14 
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[ viii! 
ject, attended with this remarkable advan- 
tage, (which, by the bye, is peculiar to Di- 
vine Poetry), that the moſt elevated idea 
we can form of it, will fall infinitely ſhort 
of reality. What expreſſion can paint with 
adequate emphaſis the ſolemnities of this 
tremendous ſeene ! when the laſt trumpet 
{hall proclaim, with a ſound dreadfully au- 
dible, AwaKE YE DEAD AND COME TO 
JUDGMENT | when myriads ſhall burſt from 
their once peaceful repoſitories, and hear 
an irrevocable ſentence pronounced by their 
CrEaTor! when a mighty angel (to ufe 
the language of inſpiration,) ſhall lift up his 
hand to heaven, and ſwear by him that liveth 
for ever and ever, that there ſhall be time 
no longer: when the great Savious of men 
& ſhall be ſeen coming in the clouds, ſur- 
rounded with a triumphant company of ſu- 
perior intelligences, © and heaven and earth 


[iK 
fly away before him !'” Then only ſhall we 
know this tramſaction, when we make a 
part of the concourſe; then only ſhall 
we form juſt conceptions of this almighty 


Jop, when we are ſummoned to his tri- 


bunal | dd 


As the following is one of the firſt eſſays 
of early youth *, an impartial account of 
my deſign is the beſt excuſe I can make 
for it. 


Tao, in the ancient poets, we may ſome- 
times meet with a few random thoughts, 
and undigeſted draughts of the day of judg- 
ment ; it will yet, I preſume, be allowed, 
that the moſt elegant, beautiful, and par. 
ticular detail of it, is contained in the 2 
cred -writings. The ſeveral circumſtances 


— 


- ac 


* The Poem was finiſhed at firſt before the Author was ſeven- 
teen. | I 


[x] 
are there exhibited, in a manner ſo ſuited 
to the majeſty of the ſubje, that (ſetting 
aſide their inſpiration,) the g/owing imagery 
which heightens their deſcriptions, and their 
graceful fimplicity, both in expreſſion and 
ſentiment, muſt be admired by every man 
of taſte. I have endeavoured to ſhow the 
Juſtice of this obſervation, in the following 
attempt, by pointing out a few paſſages, 
which appeared remarkable to me for pe- 
culiar delicacy ; and beautics, which I will 
venture to call inimitably fine: a deſign, 
that (ſo far as I know) has not yet been 
fully executed by any writer ; tho' the late 
ingenious Mr. Pullis intended to have 
done it, had not death prevented him. 


Tur beit method I could recollect for ad- 
juſting the ſucceſſive incidents, is that 1 
have fixed on, and purſued, 


Tno' 


[ i } 

Tno' one may be ſtruck with an uncom- 
mon thought, or judicious reflection; it is 
yet certain, that our imaginations are ge- 
nerally warmed, and the paſſions rife in 
proportion to our opinion of the perſons 
who tell us a ſtory, and of the actors who 
are intereſted in it. Upon this principle, 
I cannot help thinking, that my ſubject ap- 
pears with more advantage, when the au- 
thor is ſuppoſed a witne/5 to every thing that 
paſſes, and is conducted through the whole 
by a heavenly guide, than it could poſſibly 
have done in a fimple narration, however 
ſmooth in dition, or animated in ſenti- 
ment. 


AFTER all, if any one ſhould think that 
a dream is no proper medium for illuſtra- 
ting the moſt awful, and to men the moſt 
intereſting ſcene that can be imagined ; I 
deſire him either to fix on a better, or per- 


ule 


[xi] 

uſe (if he pleaſes) the ivth chapter of Jos, 
where he will find the moſt important 
truths communicated to Elphaz in a ſimi- 
lar form. 


Ir I might recommend the few ſheets I 
have wrote on this ſubject for any thing, it 
is their deſign ; and this, I am perſuaded, 
with a pious or judicious reader, will go a 
great way to excuſe their blemiſhes. If, 
however, they ſhould excite ſome ſuperior 
genius to attempt the theme, and deſcribe 


it to better purpoſe, I ſhall not only be ſa- 
tisfied, but even 


— glory in the work I did not write. 
Univ. Pal. Sat. 2. 


AD VE R- 


ADVERTISEMENT 
„ 


THIRD EDITION. 


HE following Eflay has been ho- 
noured by the Public with fo fa- 
vourable a reception, that the Auron, to 
render it ſtill leſs unworthy of their appro- 


bation, has endeavoured as much as poſſi- 
ble, in the preſent edition, to correct the 
faults, and to ſupply. the deficiencies of 
the two preceding ones.—In this attempt 
he has been principally aſſiſted by the learn- 
ed and ingenious Authors of the MonTaLy 
Review; whoſe approbation encouraged 
him to undertale, and whoſe judicious Cri- 


ticiſms 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ticiſms have (he preſumes) enabled him to 
improve this performance. He owes like- 
wiſe the acknowledgment of pratitude to 
an ingenious Friend, whoſe zafte and judę- 
ment have been frequently of uſe to him, 
and who will ſoon oblige the Public with 
ſome very fine original Poems, as: well as 
with an elegant tranſlation of the Paſtorals 
of VIRGIL: + -- | 


7 2 


Tur Author hopes: that he has = 
far preſumed upon the indulgence ſhewn 
to his firſt production, by venturing to 


Hubjoin to it a few miſcellaneous pieces, 
the leſs material faults of which, (as they 
are all of them the offspring of early life) 
may at leaſt be compaſſionated, if they are 


not overhoted. He acknowledges that the 
 Opxs, (particularly the two laft) are at- 


tempted in the manner oF PIN DAR. 


the tranſitions ſhould be reckoned too bit, 


c OT 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


or the expreſſion to epithetical; he ſhall 
adopt the apology of this Great Ancient: 


Eyxwpucy Yap Kw T9 Upvuy 
er & Nor &ANov, cg TE Mem 
- Pind. Pyth. 10. 


Moore Juv O. 


The Song that ſpreads ſome glorious name, 
Shifts its bold wing from theme to theme ; 


Roves like the Bee regardleſs ver, 
And culls the ſpoils of every flower. 


THE 
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1 E E 


DAY Or JUDGMENT. 


ROOT 4 


Circumſpice utrumque, 


Fumat uterque polus. \ 


Ov1D. Metam. 


OME, heav'nly muſe, my raptur'd ſoul inſpire, 
$ Touch. with one beam of thy celeſtial fire 
A ſoul, that rifing with ſublime delight 
Leaves worlds behind in its aerial flight; 
Mounts o'er the ſkies, unuſual heights to ſoar, 3 
Where Youns and angels only flew before. 


I LEAve unheeded ev'ry mortal care, 
The victor's pomp, and all the ſcenes of war: 
B A 


UN: VN 
1 
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2 The DAY FUDGMENT. 


A nobler aim invites my ſong to riſe : 


No praiſe I ſing, but his who form'd the ſkies: 10 
No ſcenes, but Nature's burning vaults diſplay'd ; 
No pow'r, but that which wakes the ſleeping dead. 


My theme how vaſt! The ſun's extinguiih'd rays ; 


Ten thouſand ſtars in one devouring blaze; 

That doom, the guilty wretch muſt dread to hear; 1 5 
The laſt lond trump that ſtops the rolling ſphere; | 
The crouds that burſt from earth's diffolving frame; 
All Heaven deſcending, and a World on flame. 


ly 0 Trov, whoſe hands the bolted thunder form, 
Whoſe wings the whirlwind, * and whoſe breath the 
ſtorm : | | 20 
Tremen- 


. * Ihe wings the whirlwind, regions of ſpace ;—an element, 
&c.] How inimitably beautiful of whoſe ſwiftneſs the human 
is the Pſalmiſt's deſcription of mind can ſcarce form an idea, 
the Deity, (Pf. civ. 3. where is yet a vehicle ſo infinitely diſ- 
he is ſaid to walk on the wings proportioned to its Creator, that 
of the wind.” An element he only walks on its impetuous 
which, with the rapidity of wings. 
thought, darts away through the 


The DAY f FUDGMENT. z 


Tremendous GOD! this wond'ring boſom raiſe, | 

And warm each thought that would attempt thy 
praiſe. 

Ol while I mount along th' etherial way, 

To ſofter regions, and unclouded day, 

Paſs the long tracts where darting lightnings glow, 

Or trembling view the boiling deeps below; 20 


Lead thro the dubious maze, direct the whole, 


Lend heav'nly aid to my tranſported foul, 
Teach ev'ry nobler power to guide my tongue, 


And touch the haws, while thou inſpir'ſt the ſong. 39 


"Twas at the hour, when mid-night Ghotts 
„ 
Some frightful ſhape, and ſweep along the gloom; 
When the pale Spectre burſts upon the view; 
When Fancy paints the fading taper blue; 
When ſmiling Virtue reſts, nor dreads a foe; 35 
And Slumber ſhuts the weeping eyes of Woe: 


B 2 'T was 


4 The DAY TJ UDGME NT. 
Twas then, amid the ſilence of the night, 

A graceful Seraph ſtood before my ſight, 

And blaz d meridian day. — the rocking ground 
Flam'd as he mov'd, and totter'd as he frown'd. 40 


As ſome vaſt meteor, whoſe expanded glare 
Shoots a long ſtream that brightens all the air, 


So flam'd his burning eyes: earth heard and ſhook 
When from his lips theſe dreadful accents broke: 44 


« Now is that hour, when at th'Almighty's call, 
« Surrounding flames ſhall melt the yielding ball; 
„When worlds muſt blaze amid the general fire, 


And ſuns and ſtars with all their hoſts expire. 


The long-delay'd, th' important day is come, 

« (All nature quake with terror at the doom.) 50 
« For which creation roſe ſupremely fair, 

« Each world was launch'd, and hung upon the air, 
« O'er ſyſtem ſyſtem roll'd, a ſhining throng, 


« And mov'd in filent harmony along. 


„That 


The DAY T FUDGMENT. 5 
« That hour is come, when G OD himſelf ſhall 


« riſe, 55 
, « Sublime in wrath, and rend the burning ſkies ; 


« Arreſt the boundleſs planets, as they roll, 
And burſt the labouring earth from pole to pole 


» « Bid hell's remote dominions hear and ſhake, 
« While Nature ſinks, and all the dead awake.” 60 


Warm'd as he ſpoke, I felt th' enliv'ning ray; 
Then loos'd from earth, triumphing ſoar'd away: 
We mount at once, and, lighter than the wind, 
Left, as we flew, the diſtant clouds behind. 
Then far remov'd beheld th' abodes below, 65 
And wait in deep ſuſpenſe th' impending blow. 
Oo | 
Nov oer the brightning caſt Aurora ſpread, 
And ting'd the bluſhing cloud with morning red; 
The hill's proud ſummit caught the waving gleam : 


"2 


The pale ray trembled on the quiv'ring ſtream; 70 


B 3 Then 


Wo The DAY of FUDGMENT. 


Then opening gradual from the ſhades of night 

The cloud-topt. foreſt ſhone with dawning light, 

Serene the beauteous landſcape roſe to view, 

The mead's green mantle wet with ſpangling dew, 

The gay-rob'd flow'rs that glow'd with heighten'd 
bloom, ” 75 

And bow'ring dales, and groves that breath'd per- 


fume. 


'So when the Tempeſt's ſweepy blaſt is o'er, 

Nor durſts the ruſhing wind, nor prattling ſhow'r: 
No hov'ring miſt obſcures th emerging day, 

Wide o'er the proſpect pours the ſtreamy ray; 80 
A ſreſher cloud the dewy fields exhale, | 
With ricker fragrance blows the balmy gale, 

The echoing hills with louder notes rebound, 
And all th' illumin'd landſcape rings around. 
Charm'd and ſurpriz'd we faw the fair abode, 85 


The plains with beauty's flow'ry offspring ſtrow' d, 


Beheld 


De DAT f FUDGMENT. 7 
Beheld the city's diſtant ſpires.arife; '': - 2911 
Or tow'r's dim top that touch d the bending Kies; ; 
Or view'd the wild, with trackleſs paths o'ercait, 
Where roams the lion thro' the naked waſte ; 90 
Or penſive, ey d the ſolitary pile | 
Where flits the night-bird thro' the glimm'ring iſle : 
Struck deep with woe, we mark'd the domes o'er- 
thrown 
Where once the ny” bloom'd, the Warrior 
ſhone ; 
We ſaw Palmyra's mould'ring tow'rs decay'd, 95 
The looſe wall tott'ring o'er the trembling ſhade ! 
Or fall'n Perſepolis that deſert lay ! 
Or Balbec's fanes that catch'd the quiv'ring ray! 
Vain pomp of pow'r now in the thine of kings 
Shrieks the lone owl, the raven ſhakes her wings. 
100 
Tux o'er the boundleſs deeps our eyes were roll'd, 


Y The waves all brightning flam'd with beamy gold: 
| B 4 HY, Here 


A 
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Here mov'd in gradual rows the billows heave, 
There on the rough rock foams the madning wave, 
Or daſh the torrents down the cliff's ſteep ſide, 105 
Or thro' the cavern ſweeps the ruſhing tide ; 

We mark'd the river's long majeſtic train, 

And ſtreams that murmur'd o'er the flow'ry plain, 
The lake whofe waves with lucid radiance glow, 
Not finer tints impreſs the ſhow'ry bow, 110 
The fountain bubbling thro' the moſs-clad hill, 
And wand'ring wits the ſweetly-tinkling rill. 


Tux o'er the champain's broider'd lawns we 
ſtray, R 
Where gaily warbling thrill'd the wood-land lay, 
Survey'd with rapture all th' inviting ſcene, 115 
The vary'd landſcape, and the vivid green ; E 
A charming train of all the muſes themes, 
Gay meads, and pointed rocks, and purling ſtreams ; 
Hills, vales, and woods in ſweet diſorder ſpread, 
And blooming fields in all their pomp diſplay d. 120 
| Still 


The DAY f FUDGMENT. 9 
Still at each look, (amid the countleſs ſtore) 


We mark'd ſome feature unobſery'd before; 


As in the cheek with opening roſes warm, 


Each piercing glance improves the growing charm. 


Tux fighing deep, diſtracted at the view, 125 
« Adieu, I cry'd, ye bliſsful ſcenes. adieu: 
* That Sun muſt ceaſe to gild the flow'ry plain: 
« The Moon be loſt with all the ſtarry train ; 
« Plung'd in one fire, each mighty frame conſume, 
« 'Tis God, th' Eternal God has ſeal'd their doom.” 
130 
Lo! at the word (each tranſient ray withdrawn) 
A low ring cloud at once o'ercaſt the dawn : 
From its dark breaſt, with ſwelling empeſts ſtor'd ; 
Pale lightning flaſh'd, and dreadful thunder roar'd. 
Earth's glowing boſom felt a ſudden wound, 135 
And ſtrong convulſions rent the opening ground; 
The rapid Whirlwind with impetuous ſweep 
Burſt from its vaults, and rais'd the labouring deep; 


Rocks, 


ag 


10 The DAY of FUDG MENT. 


Rocks, cities, ſtreams at once its wond'rous prey, 


It ſwept the woods, and bore the hills away. 140 


[f Thus, when Olympus ſhook with loud alarms, 

* When all th' angelick hoſts appear'd in arms, 
Each adverſe legion ſtood unmov'd with fear, 

y Each God-like Cherub wav d a flaming ſpear ; 

| Hills, foreſts, rocks their mutual rage ſupply, 145 
| They flung th' enormous mountains thro' the ſky, 
From the deep earth th exalted cedars tore, 

And buried Nature in the wild uproar. 


Y Bur now, with terror riſing on the fight, 


+ A burning Comet flaſh'd unuſual light. 150 


Quick 


* When all th' angelic hoſts, probable ſuppoſition ; and pro- 
&c.] See MiLTon's battle of bability, in a ſubject of this kind, 
the angels. Book vi. is the utmoſt that can be ex- 

+ A burning comet, &c.] That pected. The atmoſphere of thoſe 
the general conflagration will be irregular bodies, ( which the 
effected by the near approach of learned have been ſo much puz- 


a comet to the ſun, is at leaſt a zled to account for), is, by the 
obſer- 


The DAY ef FUDGMENT. 


Quick as the wind, the wing'd deſtruction came 
O'er all the void, and drew. a length of flame; 


Shap'd thro' the parting clouds its dreadful way, 


And pour'd on earth intolerable day. 


At once the cave its inmoſt void diſplays ; 


155 


The waving foreſts catch the ſpreading blaze ; 


The earth no more its central fire contains, 


It rag'd and ſwell'd reſiſtleſs o'er the plains. 


Now in a broader range the deluge raves, 


And rolls triumphant thro' the boiling waves; 160 


obſervations of the moſt curious, 
thought to conſiſt of a continual 
efflux of ſmoak, riſing at firſt to 
a determinate height from all 
parts. of the comets themſelves, 
and then making off to that 
which is oppoſite to the ſun. It 
would ſeem reafonable from this 
to conclude, that the conflagra- 
tion muſt neceſlarily be a conſe- 


/ 
O'er 


quence of ſuppoſing the earth in- 
volved in this atmoſphere, if we 
take in the prodigious quantity 
of fire lodged in its own cavi- 
ties. ——But is not the account 
{till more credible, when we add 
to theſe the action of the ſun, 
which in this conjunction will 
be doubly intenſe ? 
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O'er all the hills the riſing flames aſpire, 

The Mountains blaze, a mighty ridge of fire! 

Where ſtood the ſnow-crown'd Alps, (an awful 
name!) 

Now roll'd the doubling ſmoke, a ſpiry flame; 

While o'er the * Andes in a whirlwind driva 165 

Burſt the blue gleam, and darkneſs wrapt the heav'n. 

Ev'n Ætna rocks with a reluctant groan, 

Sunk in a flame more dreadful than its own : 

A fiery ſtream the deep Volcano pours, 

And from its mouth inceſſant thunder roars. 170 


Eacn humbler vale partakes the gen'ral doom, 
The ſmiling meads reſign their lovely bloom ; 
Not Afia's fields th' impetuous flood retain, 
It bounds with fury o'er the wide champaign. 
Whate'er to view revolving ſeaſons bring, 175 


Each opening flow'r, the painted child of Spring, 
8 Bleak 


* The Andes, &c.) A vaſt about a thouſand leagues in 
range of mountains which cover South- America. 


The DAT f FUDGMENT. 13 
Bleak Winter's ſnow, with Summer's rofy pride, 
And Autumn's ripening ſtores, augment the tide : 
On its broad wave it bears the ſhining ſpoil, 


Hills burſt, rocks melt, woods blaze, and oceans boil. 
181 


SUCH, man, thy life, when Death's relentleſs rage 
Crops thy gay bloom, or chils thy with'ring Age; 
In vain thy wiſh would ſtop th' invader's pow'r, 
Who ſpares the leaf to revel on the flow'r. 

O! how tranſported with a fleeting dream 185 
We fondly launch, and glide along the ſtream ! 
Nor think of tempeſts, mis'ry, pain, or death, 
The ſtorms above us, and the wrecks beneath 
When lo! at once a cloudy ſcene ſucceeds, 189 
It low'rs, frowns, blackens, bellows o'er our heads; 
Bounds o'er the ſeas, and with deſtructive fweep, 
Flings wave on wave, and whelms us in the deep. 


Wenk now the nation, whofe controuling law, 


Rul'd ev'ry ſtate, and held a world in awe ? 
Say 
4 
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Say where, BRITANNIA, thy remoter plain? 195 
Thy fields enrich'd with Plenty's welcome train? 
Thy fleets, to ſound their dreadful fame afar, 
And rule. the deep, the thunderbolts of war ? 
Still in my thought thy happier days detain'd, 
When GEeoRGE, when Ax NA, when ELIZ A 
reign d; 331 200 
I ſee, I hear the battle's. wild alarms, 
See trembling foes, and thy triumphant arms! 
I fee ſublime the floating navy riſe,, . 
The pompous ſtreamers waving as ſhe flies! 
I fee the ſhudd' ring hoſts that round her fall, 205 
The * haughty Spaniard here, and there + the Gaul. 
I fee great Bou R BON fainting and diſmay'd, 
And view the laurel blaſted on his head. 
O! while my Country's glory fires my lays, 
How my fond heart runs laviſh in her praiſe! 210 
Bur 
* The haughty Spaniard here, + —ang there the Gaul, &c.] 
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15 
But fee, tis fled !—T urge, implore its ſtay, 5 
In vain : the charming Viſion dies away; | 

The plains where once her ſhouting armies ſtood; | 
The ſtream's broad wave that bluſh'd with hoſtile 

blood, | 

Roll'd in the maſs of fire neglected == 5 
And join'd th' involving cloud that hid the day. 


ALL, all was loſt 2 earth's conſuming frame, 

One gen ral wreck, one undiſtinguiſh'd flame : 

To aid the fire BRIT ANNIA'S domes combin'd, 

Nor left one trace of all their pomp behind. 220 

So when Old Earthquake burſting from the Pole, 

Heaves the high mound, or ſhakes the tumbling 
mole; 

His iſland- arm diſturbs the deeps around, 

His voice like thunder rocks the labouring ground : 

Then ſtands proud Teneriff's majeſtic brow, 22 5 

And looks ſuperior o'er the wrecks below ; 


Burſts 


Burſts the broad field !—in wild confuſion ſpread 
Hills, cities, rocks, fall thund' ring in the ſhade ; 
He bows! and tott'ring o'er the verging gloam, 
Marks the ſtupendous waſte, and ſeeks the tomb. 230 


Lo! there the graceful fabric now defac'd, 
Wide ſwells the torrent thro' the burning waſte. 
The lofty tower compleat in ev'ry part, 

That ſtood (by millions rear d) the boaſt of art; 
The firm, compacted wall, that long defyd 235 
Each batt'ring ball that thunder'd on its fide; 

Th'. Egyptian pyramid, majeſtic dome! 

Where Kings exchang'd the ſcepter for the tomb ; 
The ſculptur d braſs, the monumental ſtone, 240 
In one promiſcuous heap were all o'erthrown, 
Whate'er beneath the forming hand was wrought, 
By labouring ages to perfection brought. 

Now prone in duſt, to ſwell th'afpiring flame, 
Sunk its proud brow, and lay without a name. 245 


SEE 
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Ser earth's pale ſoris! a mighty chirong appear 
How wild their looks with agonizing fear! | 
Swift, as the hart, from her purſuing train, 
Climbs the ſteep rock, and flies along the plain: 
Tis thus, the tempeſt's dreadful rage to ſhun, 250 
They ſweep the field, and ſhiver” as they run: 
Here yawning gulphs their dreadful wrecks diſcloſe, 
There nature labours with eonvulſive throws: 
Here the flame burſts, and blazes to the ſkies, 
There flaſhi the pointed lightnings on their eyes. 255 
Amaz'd, aghaſt the trembling throng retire; 
Eye the bright gleam, and mark the ſpeeding fire; 
Hung on the ſteepy cliff, all wild with dread, 
Heav'n's awful thunder rattles o'er their head 
The ſkies above with doubling roars rebound, 260 
Below ſtrong Earthquakes rend the tott'ring ground, 
"Tis. noiſe around, tis chaos all beneath; 
One ſcene of Horror, Tumult, Rage and Death, 
Burſts on their ſight! the fatal word is paſt, 264 
And panting Nature groans, and breathes her laſt. 
© . $0, 
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So, when tempeſtuous at th'ETERNAL's word 
The teeming ſkies a wat'ry deluge pour d; 
The vaſt Abyſs its mighty deep difplay'd, 
And the flood roſe o'er ATL as' towring head; 
Some nation fell, in each augmented wave 270 


Diſſoly'd, and earth was one prodigious grave. 


Mark where yon mines their radiant ſtores un- 
| fold, 


Pexv's rich duſt, or CuiL1's beds of gold! 
Inſidious Bane! that makes deſtruction ſmooth, 


Thou foe to virtue, liberty, and truth! 275 | 
Whoſe arts the fate of monarchies decide, 
Who gild'ſt Deceit, the darling child of Pride! 
How oft, allur'd by thy perſuaſive charms, _ 
Have earth's contending powers appear'd in arms! 
What nations brib'd have own'd thy pow'rful reign ! 
For thee what millions plow'd the ſtormy main! 281 
' Travel'd from pole to pole with ceaſeleſs toil, 
And felt their blood, alternate, freeze and broil. 


SEE 


Illum'd with dazzling light th' etherial blue | 
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SEE where a crowd thro' deſert Ark ic ſpreads, 

The ſun's bright glories blazing o'er their heads ! 28 g 
See, where thro' Ix pIAꝰs diſtant climes they pour 
See countleſs throngs on Guinza's burning ſhore | 
See waving foreſts fall to make them room 
See, ſcoop'd for wealth the rock's expanded womb ! 
See, each deep gloom admits the ſolar ray! 290 
See, thro' the cavern burſts meridian day! 
See earth, air, ocean, ſtorms, and thunders dar d! 
For what?—ſome pebble their immenſe reward! 
Or bullion'd earth that ſets the breaſt on fire, 
Or hoards that tempt th' inſatiate ſoul's deſire. 295 


Bur now the mantling flames in concourſe join, 
And deep deſcending” ſeize the burning mine; 


Its richeſt treaſures aid the mounting blaze, 
"Twas all confuſion, tumult, and amaze. 


When lo] a cloud juſt opening on the view 400 
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On its broad breaſt a mighty Angel came, 

His eyes were lightning, and his robes of flame, 
Oer all his form the circling glories run, 

And his face lighten'd as the blazing ſun; 305 
His limbs with heav'n's atrial veſture glow, 
And o'er his head was hung the ſweepy bow. 

As ſhines the brightning ſteel's refulgent gleam, 
When the ſmooth blade reflects the ſpangling beam, 
Its light with quicken d glance the eye ſurveys, 310 
Green, gold, and vermeil, trembling as it plays; 
So flam'd his wings along th' etherial road, | 5 
And earth's long ſhores reſounded as he trod. 


Sublime he towr'd! keen Terror arm'd his eyes, 
And graſp'd the redning bolt that rends the ſkies ; 
One foot ſtood firmly on th extended plain 316 


Secure, and one repel'd the bounding main; 
He ſhook his arm ;—the lightning burſt away, 


Thro' heav'n's dark concave gleam'd the paly ray, 
Roar'dthe loud bolt 8 — thro the gloom, 320 


And ** on peals prepare th impending doom. 
| | Then 
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Then to his lips a mighty Trump apply d, | 
(The flames were ceas'd, the matt'ring thunders dy d) 
While all th' involving firmaments rebound 


He rais'd his voice, and labour'd in the ſound :.325 
Theſe dreadful words he ſpoke—, 


Bx dark, thou Sun, in one eternal night! 
And ceaſe, thou Moon, to rule with paler light! 
« Ye Planets, drop from theſe diſſalving ſkies ! 
= Rend, all ye Tombs ; and, all ye Dead, ariſe ! 330 
= « Ye Winds, be ſtill; ye Tempeſts, rave no more |! 
And roll, thou Deep, thy millions to the ſhore ! 
Earth, be difſolv'd, with all theſe worlds on high! 
« And Time, 'be loſt i in vaſt eternity! | 


3 Now, by Creation s dread tremendous Sire, 10 5 
« Who ſweeps theſe ſtars as atoms, in his ire 
«« By heav'n's omnipotent, unconquer d King; 
« By him who rides the rapid wairlwind's wing z 
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* Who reigns ſupreme in his auguſt abode, 339 


« Forms, or confounds with one commanding nod; 

„% Who wraps in blackning clouds his awful brow, 

« Whoſe Glance like lightning looks all nature 
thro: 

« By Him I ſwear!” (he paus'd, and bow'd the head, 

Then rais'd aloft his flaming hand, and ſaid) 

« Attend ye ſaints, who in ſeraphic lays 345 

« Exalt his name, but tremble while you praiſe ; 

4 Ye hoſts, that bow to your Almighty Lord, 

Hear, all his works, th' irrevocable word! 

« Thy reign, O Man, and, Earth, thy days are o'er! 

I fear by Him, that Time ſhall be no more.” 350 

He ſpoke: (all nature groan'd a loud reply ;) 

Then ſhook the Sun, and tore him from the {ky. 


* 


Ol would ſome angels awful voice controul 
Each drooping thought, and ſwell my rifing ſoul ; 
Would fore defeetiding feraph tune the lyre, 355 
And warm my breaſt with more than mortal fire: 

| 2 ML The 


Y 
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ko The ſcene I draw ſublimer ſtrains would claim, 
1 ; Ev'n thoſe might labour on ſo vaſt a theme ! 
„ | But why for aid invok'd th immortal throng ? 
% Why calld angelic fire to tune my tongue? 360 
I ſee each look diſtracted, terrify d, 
„The harp untouch'd hangs idly by their fide. 
I ſee, I fee omnipotence in arms, 
Each boſom trembling at the ſhrill alarms ! 
I ſee the Sun fall thro” th' etherial plains ; 365 
The Moon's pale diſk a bloody tincture ſtains : 
{| The dreadful call each mightier orbit hears, 
And worlds unhing'd come tumbling ffom their 
ſpheres. 


WHAT pomp, what terror, tumult, and amaze ! 
What crowds to view! what wrecks to ſwell the 
blaze | 379 
What loud volcanoes roar ! (ey'n fiends recoit) 
What rocks to melt what oceans yet to boil ! 


C 4 SHOULDST | 
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BHoULDST thou behold, in dreadful league com- 
bin'd, 
At onoę great Ætna and Veſuvius join d: 


Two mighty rivals from their center rack, 373 


Surround the deep, and hide the clouds in ſmoke ; 
Their burning bowels rent, and (dire to name!) 
Ev'n ſuns extinguiſh'd in the ſpreading flame 

Say, what is all, let fire, wind, waves prevail, 


Compar'd to this? — a feather, and a gale! 380 


"Rovz'p from their fleep unnumber d myriads 


come, 


All wak'd at once, and burſt the yielding tomb: ; 
O'er the broad deep the looſen'd members ſwim ; 
Each ſweeping whirlwind hore the flying limb i 
The living atoms, with peculiar care, 38g 
Drawn from their cells, came ſpeeding thro the air; 
Whether they lurk d, thro' ages undecay d, 


Peep in the rock, or cloth d ſome ſmiling mead 


Or 
387. Whether they lurl'd, &.] e Fam 
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* 
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Or in the lily's ſnowy' boſom grew ; 
Or ting'd the faphire with its lovely blue; 390 

Ir in me purling ſtream refreſh'd the plains ; 

Or form'd the mountain's adamantine veins ; 
Or, gaily ſporting in the breathing Spring, 
Perfum'd the whiſp'ring Zephyr's balmy wing: 
All heard; and now, in fairer proſpe& ſhown, 395 
Limb clung to limb, and bone rejoin'd its bone: 


Here ſtood, improv'd in ſtrength, the graceful frame? 
There flow'd the circling blood, a purer ſtream : ' 
The beaming eye its dazzling light reſumes, 
Soft on the lip the tinur'd ruby blooms ; 400 
The beating pylſe a keener ardor warms, 
And beauty triumphs in immortal charms, 

| So 


Jam pulvis varias terre diſperſa Explicits gt; molem rurſus coa- 
per oras, + leſeit in unam 

ive inter venas tmeri concreta Diviſum funus, ſparſes prior all- 
metall:, gat artus © 

Senſim diriguit, ſeu ſeſe immiſcuit Junctura, aptanturque iterum coe» 

| berbiz, untia membra. 


Anp. Reſurrec. delineat. 
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So. when by RAHATL's happy pencil wrought 
Some graceful figure roſe, inform'd with thought, 
Each patt by turns the working hand pourtray d, 40 
Here caſt the light, and there diffus'd the ſhade ; 
A richer bloom each flying touch beſtow'd ; 


Now on the cheek a brighter vermeil glow'd : 


| 


Art in the piece with Nature ſeem'd to ftrive, 
And ev'ry bluſhing feature look'd alive. 410 
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Wuar ſcenes appear, where er I turn my eyes! 
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How wide the throng ! what forms innum' rous riſe! 

Msthinks I ſtill behold the teeming earth 

Pour all at once her millions at a birth 

They ſtart with terror thro the opening ground, 41 5 

Flames all beneath, and thunders all around, 

What manly vigour reigns in ev'ry part, 

Fires the broad breaſt, and ſwells the bounding 
heart 


Not | 


ot 
I Hecrox. See the Iliad, lib. 12. bat with Hector deſcribed, lib. 
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Not earth's firſt-born a mightier concourſe ſtood, 
Who towr'd like mountains, and o'erlock'd the 
wood; - 
Not He, who thro' oppoſing legions broke, 
Flung the rough ſtone, or heav'd th' unwieldy rock, 
E- er felt ſuch force, when from th' N ‚ 
blow, 
Amaz d and trembling run the frighted foe; 
When, at each look, ſurpriz d, and ſtruck with 
dread, 425 
Whole hoſts retir d, and wonder d, as they fled. 


ARE theſe the forms, that languiſhingly fair, 
Repin'd, and ſicken'd at each breeze of air? 
The tender frames, like fading roſes pale, = 
Whoſe leaves are ſhrivel'd by the e gale? | 
To death's deſtructive dart an eaſy prey, 431 


That ſunk, and feebly ſigh'd the ſoul away? 
Tris 


422. Hung the rough lone, &c.] rack, &c.] AJax. See his com- 


Ibid. — heav'd th' unwieldy viii. and xiv. 
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Tnrsclonded ſcene attempt not to explore; 
Where Reaſon ſinks, ttrere madneſs then to ſoar: 
Heav'n that to each the juſt proportion brought, 435 
Here bounds the flight of vain bewilder'd Thought: 
When Fancy plays within its proper ſphere, 7 
It ſmiles, and ſhows th' unſully'd objeR clear; 
Whene'er from that the erring guide removes, 


Tis dark; all elſe but puzzles, not improves. 440 


Tnus, when ſome Indian, for the ſhining gem, 


Tempts the rou gh ſoa, or plunges i in the ſtream; 


The prize obtain d, each cautious diver ſaves, 


Who dives too deep, is bury'd in the waves. 444 


Look round, | my foul, o'er evry ſrene belaw, 
What millions riſe, ditinguiſh'd by their woe ! 
See widows, orphans, mothers, infants lain, 
A feeble, harmleſs, weeping, fainting train ! 
What crowds, extin& by an untimely doom, 
Are torn from life in Youth's deluding bloom! 450 
| 12 | wr 


ST 
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A throng of mourners ſighing by their fide, 


The hoary fire perhaps, and virgin bride; 
The friend whoſe eyes with guſhing ſtreams o er- 
flow, 


The mother pierc'd with agonizing woe. 454 


Sree! where the Shade, to ſtrike his gaſping prey. 
Draws the keen dart, that never miſs'd its way ; 
Thron'd on the ruin of terreſtial things, 

He fits, and tramples on the duſt of kings. 
See, his black chariot floats in ſtreams of gore, 


Pale Rage behind, and Terror ſtrides before. 460 
Not Beauty with'ring in the bloom of years, c 
Not dove- ey d Innocence difſolv'd in tears, 

Not kneeling Love that trembles as it prays, 
Not heart-ſtruck Anguiſh fix d in ſtupid gaze ! 
Not all the frantic groans of wild Deſpair; 465 
Not helpleſs Age, that 8 its ſilver hair; 


Can ſtay one moment the ſevere command, 


Or wreſt th' avenging dart from that relentleſs dn 


HERE 


30 The DAT T JU DGM ENT. 


| 4 HERE pauſe: the crowds extended on the bier 
1 ; | Claim from the filial heart a parting tear; 470 


Spend on the tomb where drooping grandeur lies, 
One mournful burſt of ſympathiſing fighs. 


O Death! terrific ere thy dart is try d! 

Whoſe hand o'erturns the tow'ring domes of Pride ; 
What wide deſtruction marks thy fatal reign! 475 
What numbers bleed thro! all thy vaſt domain ! 
Whether thy arm, its dreadful ſtrength to ſhow, 
Like SaMesoN's, ſweeps its thouſand at a blow: 
Or gives the cannon's parting ball to fly, 

Or wings the lightning glancing thro' the ſky, 480 
Or burſts the opening ground (whoſe fields deſtroy'd) 
The city tumbling thro the dreadful void! 

If, in the fever, famine, plague, thou blaſt 

Th' unpeopled earth, and lay the nations waſte 
Tho' all her ſons the victims of thy pow'r, 485 


n F 


Her ſons, that fall by millions in an hour ; { 


Yet 
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Yet know, ſhould all thy terrors ſtand diſplay d, 
'Tis but the meaner ſoul that ſhrinks with . 


That ſolemn ſcene the ſuppliant captive mourns ; 


That ſcene, intrepid Virtue views, and ſcorns. 490 


Tux, Virtue! thine is each perſualive ad 
Thine ev'ry ſoul with hear nly raptures warm; 
Thine all the bliſs that Innocence beſtows, 

And thine the heart that feels another's woes. 
What tho' thy train, neglected, or unknown, 495 
Have fought the filent vale, and figh'd alone ? | 
Tho torrents ſtream'd from ev'ry melting eye? | 
Tho' from each boſom burſt th unpity'd ich? | 
Tho' oft, with life's diſtracting cares oppreſt, 

They long'd to ſleep in everlaſting reſt ? 500 


11 


DO envy d miſery hat ſoft delight _ "Y 

1 Breath'd on the mind, and ſmooth'd the gloom a 
=. night: | 

When nobler proſpects, an eternal train, 

Made rapture glow in ev'ry beating vein; 


When 
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When heav'n's bright domes the ſmiling eye ſur- 


EIS vey. 3 505 
And Joys that bloom'd more ſweetly from the ſhade. 


Now all appear'd aſcending from the tomb, 
Who breath'd the air, or ſlumber'd in the womb : 
The crowds that live in all th' unbounded ſkies, 50g 
Now rais'd the trembling head with wild ſurprize: 
Stars with their num'rous ſons augment the throag, 
Each world's majeſtic offspring towr'd along : 
Thick, as the burning ſun's meridian rays, 

The hov'ring inſets baſking i in the blaze ; 

The ſwarms that flutter, when the day s withdrawn ; 


The throng that riſes wich the riſing PRIN 1 | 
The 


$11. Stars with their ſons, &c.] deſtruction) are only 4 vaſt col · 

I cannot ſee any reaſon for con - lection of uncultivated deſerts : a 
 fining the general judgment to ſuppoſition founded on nothing 
the inhabitants of our own world; but this one argument, v:z. that 


unleſs we can bring ourſelves to it cannot be confuted by occular 
believe, that all thoſe around us dethonſtration. 


(which will ſhare in the ſame 
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The worlds ſupported by Jzenovan's care, 
And all the race that peoples all the air, 
I Rang'd on a field by labouring angels rear d, 519 
In dreadful length th' innum'rous throng appear'd ; 
| Earth's nobleſt ſons, the mighty wretched things, 
Call'd Heroes, Conſuls, Ceſars, Judges, Kings, 


Now ſwell'd the crow'd, promiſcuous and unknown, 


The meaneſt ſlave from him who fill'd a throne: 524. 


Each tyrant now would bleſs the yawning tomb, 


And Pride ſtands ſhudd'ring at th' approaching 


doom, 


5 


— 


THINK you beheld ten thouſand armies ſtand, 


| All form'd, and rais'd by ſome divine command; 


Saw where the giants burſt their dark abode, 
| While the tomb labour'd with th' unuſual load. 530 


| Let Theſeus, Samſon, towr upon the plain, 


With tern Achilles, from a field of ſlain : 
Let Rome's and Greece triumphant ſons appear, . 
A Ceſar there, an Alexander here: 


D Her 
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Her ſplendid multitudes let Perſia join, 535 
Thy ſwarms, Thermopylæ, and, Iſſus, thine. 

See Cannæ tainted with a purple flood, 

And great Pharſalia's fields that ſwarm with blood: 
Extend the view: See god-like Trajan's pow'r: } 
Th' intrepid chief proceeds from ſhore to ſhore, | 
Flies on the foe, and paints the reeking field with | 


gore 541 
Lo! next a throng of wild Barbarians come, 


The crowds that triumph'd o'er imperial Rome: 
See, like a cloud that gathers on the day, | 


Th' embattled ſquadrons ſhape their dreadful | 

I 545 
Prodigious hoſts! who (all their foes o'erthrown) | 
Once rul'd ſupreme, and made a world their own : 
Next Aſia's millions fill th' extended ſpace, 


Known from the reſt, a ſoft, unmanly race; 


While there, (each boſom rough with many a ſcar) | 


Stand Afric's troops, the ſtormy ſons of war. 551 


ColLumszus'® | 


535 


erer * 
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ColumBus' world, a wide innum'rous throng, 


Swells on the {training fight, and pours along, 
Bleſt race ! ere Diſcord ſnatch'd the gleaming ſhield, 
Ere War tremendous thunderd o'er the field, 555 
Ere Freedom ranging o'er Peruvian plains ; 


Mark'd their dire waſte, and heard the clanking 


chains : 


At once dim Sorrow veil'd her ſhining eyes, 


She ſpread her dazzling plumes, and ey'd the ſkies ; 
Guilt, Rage, and Death, terrific ſhapes! appear, 
The diſtant tumult murmur'd on her ear ; 561 


She ſigh'd ;— and mounting on the glancing ray, 


I Shot o'er the ſcene, and ſought the climes of day. 


Now rouz'd to life th' aſſembled myriads trod, 
No tyrant o'er them ſhakes th' avenging rod; 565 
"Tis Conſcience ſpeaks th impartial mandate giv'n 
Conſigns to Death, or opes the climes of heav'n ; 


Her looks divine the fever'd thought controul, 


Her voice like muſic thrills th' enraptur'd ſoul. 
D 2 BuT 
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Bur ſee, where riſing, a reſplendent throng, 570 


Thy ſons, Europa, claim a nobler ſong ! 

Lo ! Britain's heroes burſt upon the ſight, 

Each chief who dar'd th' exulting foe to fight ! 574 
View the wide fields, where fainting armies bled! 
See BLENHEIMS, CREss1's, AGINCOURTS difplay'd! | 
War, blood, deſtruction, triumphs, conqueſts riſe, 
And kings, and patriots bleſs th' enraptur'd eyes! 
Let Gallia next her num'rous hoſts unfold, 

The crowds ſhe rais'd by force, or won by gold : 
Think you beheld th' united armies ſpread, 580 
And all the crowds TurENE, or CoNDE led; 
By CHaRLEs' unguided rage the throng that dy'd ; | 


The millions murder'd for her BourBox's pride. 


Join all at once, or (if the thoughts can ſoar 
So vaſt a height) yet add then thouſand more! 585 
So when thy ſoul its laſt idea brought, 
Stretch'd o'er the verge of ſtrong expanded Thought? 

1. When 

382. By CHARLEs', &c. ] CHARLES IX. at the 4 of Paris. | 


70 


d! 
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When all th' unbounded Genius ſoar'd on high, 


Did e'er ſuch numbers ſtrike the wond'ring eye? 
So vaſt, they mock the ſoul's confounded fight : 590 
Ev'n thought falls back in its unequal flight! 

Not tempting Hope the mighty depth can ſound, 


Nor Fancy's widening ken can mark the bound. 


vr r, mid' the crowd that pour'd o'er all the field, 
A crowd which ſcarce the labouring eye beheld! 59 5 
Ye monarchs, hear — this pomp of nations join'd, 
Theſe ages, empires, kingdoms, ſtates combin'd, 
Theſe boaſted thouſands, millions, myriads,—all 
Shrunk to a point unmeaſurably ſmall ! 
Scarce, when a group of buzzing flies diſplay 600 


Their forms, that glitter with the glancing ray; 


Scarce leſs obſerv'd, mid' all the numbers there, 


One flitting wing that feebly fans the air! 


ETERNAL GOD, whoſe word ſupremely wiſe 
Can cruſh, or people all th' expanded ſkies? 605 
| D 3 Wha 
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Who bid'ſt Creation wait on thy command, 


Throw'ſt worlds like atoms from thy forming hand ! 
Q! for ſome nobler, more exalted lays, 

Some heay'nly ſtrains, to ſpeak thy boundleſs praiſe ! 
All Fancy drcops on this tranſporting ſcene! 610 
All Rapture dull! all Elegance is mean 

All Thought too faint ! all Colours ceaſe to glow ! 
All Fire too languid ! all Sublime too low ! 

O Thou, whoſe name all nature joins to raiſe ! 
What ſeraph's voice can tell thy wondrous ways! 615 
Who ſhow'd (how god-like was th amazing plan) 
Thy pow r on angels, but thy love to man! 

Thy pow'r, thy love, when uncontroul'd and free, 
Cruſh'd all their hoſts, O man, and ranfom'd thee. 


Bu r ſtay, my muſe, be filent and admire; 620 
This lofty theme exceeds angelic fire! 
Mark what new ſcene thy rapid glance deſcrys! 
What ſudden radiance flaſhes o'er the ſkies 


From 


From heav'n's vaſt heights th' immortal 2 * 
! | 
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fcend ; 


The worlds below in mnte ſuſpenſe attend: 625 
{ Thro' all its tracts thy mighty theme purſue, 


And paint the ſcenes that burſt upon thy view. 


Now, touch'd with grief, the penſive guide ſur- 
vey'd 
Whate'er of grand this awful pomp difplay'd ; 
Then rais'd in filent woe his mournful eyes, 630 
And paus'd,—till thus with intermingling ſighs : 


© SAY where, vain mortal! now the pomp of 
ſtate ? 
The pride of kings, the triumphs of the great? 
« Where now th' imbattled hoſt, the whirling car? 
« Where the proud ſpoils of deſolating War? 635 
« Hope's flatt'ring with, Ambition's tow'ring aim ? 
© The boaſt of Grandeur, and the wreaths of Fame? 


D 4 « Where 
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„Where the gay plan by Fancy's hand refin'd, 
« That ſmil'd illufive on th' enchanted mind? 


« Ah! view'd no more, theſe beauteous traits decay, 


« Like ſtars that fade before the riſing day! 641 


N 
1 


: 


« Leſs ſwift the gale that ſkims the ruffling ſtream, | 


« Nor flies more quick the viſionary dream. 
Hail, heav'nly Piety, ſupremely fair! 

« Whoſe ſmiles can calm the horrors of deſpair ; 64 5 
« Bid in each breaſt unuſual tranſports flow, 

« And wipe the tears that ſtain the cheek of Woe: 

« How bleſt the man who leaves each meaner Wen 
« Like thee, exalted, ſmiling, and ſerene! 

_ « Whoſe riſing ſoul purſues a nobler flight; 650 
« Whoſe boſom melts with more refin'd delight; 
«« Whoſe thoughts, elate with tranſports all ſublime, 
« Can ſoar at once beyond the views of time: 

4 Till loos'd from earth, as angels unconfin'd, 
He flies atrial on the darting wind; 655 
& Free as the keen- ey d eagle, bears away, 


And mounts the regions of eternal day.” 
I B O O ER 
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BOOK II. 


w— TpTt7 vERATYERera Zeus. 
Hom. 


NCE more, O muſe, th ALmiGuTY's pow'r 
| proclaim ; 
Once more, tho' trembling try th' exalted theme : 
A theme, the labour of ſeraphic lays, 
While heav'n's majeſtic arches ring with praiſe ; 
That rais'd at onee by all th immortal choir, 5 
Dwells on the warbling voice, and ftrings the tune- 
ful lyre. 


O! if receiv'd amid the vocal throng, 
Saints, angels, men, that join the gen'ral ſong, 
If, mid' each heav'nly ſoul's ſublimer ſtrain, 
Theſe humbler lays ſome diſtant place obtain, 10 
(That boaſt no beauties from improving art, 
But feebly breathe the raptures of the heart ;) 


How 
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How bleſt !—-if thou, Great GOD, th' attempt 
ſhould own, 


Or view the meaneſt off ring at thy throne. 


Now thro' the crowd in dark ſuſpenſe detain'd 15 
An awful, deep, portentous Silence reign d: 


Pale Conſcience lowring works a ſtorm within, 


I Recalls the hours, and paints th' unguarded fin; 

Ul Throws all the maſques of ſhudd'ring Guilt aſide, 

And bares the front af Envy, Rage, and Pride. 20 

Ev'n Virtue figh'd, —but hope (an angel-dame !) 

O'er all her boſom pour'd celeſtial flame, 

Diſpel'd the hov'ring miſt that veil'd her eyes, 

And ſhow'd afar the bright immortal Prize. 

As when at once afſembled nations wait 25 

Some great event, ſome dubious birth of fate; 

All ſtand (with dreadful expectation warm'd) 

Depreſs d, enraptur'd, frighted, or alarm'd ; 

The opening ſcene each wond' ring thought employs, 

And wild Amazement ſtops the trembling voice: 30 
I Such, 
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Such, but far more, th unbounded throng appears, 
While nobler hopes, or more diſtracting fears 
Flam'd in each look, they felt a deeper care, 


And knew th' extremes of rapture, and deſpair, 


Ho w vaſt the prize each ſmiling faint ſurvey'd! 35 
While heav'n's tranſcendent glories ſtood diſplay d! 
The brightning eye beheld each fair abode ; 

The throbbing breaſt with more than tranſport glow'd: 
But oh! no words, no image can expreſs, 

The fine delight, the flow of melting bliſs, 40 
The ſoft emotions trilling thro' the whole, 

The ſecret ſprings that touch'd the feeling ſoul, 
When mid' the ſkies each blooming ſcene was view'd, 
Eternal day! a ſun without a cloud ! 

Surrounding pleaſures, boundleſs as refin'd! 45 
"Twas Fancy's food, the muſic of the mind 


On ſay ! tranſporting thought | can heav' n beſtow 
Such endleſs proſpects for ſome Years of woe? 


Are 
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Are theſe the joys for fav'rite ſouls prepar'd ? 


Neglected Piety's ſublime reward? 50 
The opening treaſures in eternal ſtore, | 
T' enrich the mean, the ſuff ring, and the poor? 
O wond'rous bliſs, too vaſt for mortal's ſenſe ! 
Amazing love ! divine benevolence ! 

Let heav'nly harps th' immortal anthem raiſe, 5 5 
And wond'ring angels pour the ſong of praiſe. 


Ye who the tempeſt's burſting rage ſuſtain, 
Toſs'd by the whirling wind or ſtormy main! 
Who coolly-calm behold the dark'ning hour, 
Upheld by Him who gives the ſtorm its pow'r, 60 
Who ſtand ſuperior in th' important ſtrife, 

Or patient climb the roughening ſteep of Life ; 
Yet bear the ſhock:—for lo th' advancing ſhore ! 


Soon the black cloud, the wintry blaſt is o'er ! 


See yon gay ſcenes emerging from the gloom: 65 


See flow'ry meads that breathe eternal bloom ! 


See 


< 
* 
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See beck'ning angels point your ſteps away ! 
See pour'd o'er all the radiant blaze of day! 
| Soon as the mortal veil is dropt behind, 
| To heav'n all-ardent ſprings th' exulting mind, 70 
| Nor knows (illumin'd with celeſtial light) 
| 


Where once it wander'd mid' th' involving night, 


2 


Where thro' the vale all- trackleſs and unknown 
It paſs d, and trod the devious wild alone. 


| Where Darkneſs o'er the gloomy region ſpread, 75 
And Virtue trembling ſtood, or walk d with dread. 


Tux when th' Eternal bids the tempeſt ceaſe, 


When drops the mould'ring duſt, and ſleeps in peace; 

Then Faith no more ſhall point th' uncertain prize, 

Nor lowring clouds obſcure the brigthning ſkies, 80 
Nor Hope's warm with with thrilling ardor glow, 

Nor Virtue languiſh in th' abodes of woe, 

Nor Care ſtray muſing thro' the wildring maze, 

Nor heav'n-rapt Thought diſſolve in eager gaze; 

| 


Bur 
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46 
But o'er the clime immortal Beauty reigns, 8; 
Young Pleaſure ſports along th' atrial plains, 

Each ſpring of joy celeſtial ſtrains improve, 

And all the impaſſion d foul is loſt in love. 


Bor mark that throng; what keen, deſtructive 
ſmart, 

What piercing Anguiſh ſtings the tortur'd heart ! go 

While Pain's fell brood in dreadful concourſe join'd, 

Fear, Rage, and Guilt, diſtract the madning mind; 


The gentler calm, the hours of mercy fled, 

At laſt low Vengeance rears its gorgon head, 

No time remains to eaſe the flutt'ring breaſt! gg 
No friend to ſoothe the racking thought to reſt ! 
No ſhade to ſkreen from heav'n's impending doom! 
No hope to ſleep in yon diſſolving tomb! 

'Tis paſt !—and lo the blackning clouds appear 
Involving darkneſs wraps the boundleſs ſphere! 100 


While thro' the gloom juſt darting on their eyes, 
The laſt pale beam ſhoots, trembles, fades, and dies. 
ES Ah! 


ths. > ttt. 2 Ys 


The DAY f FUDGMENT. 47 


Ah! hopeleſs train !—what madneſs to engage 

To rouze, (poor wretch!) Omnipotence to rage 

Why dar'd you ſport, and dally with a God? 10g 

Why ſpurn'd his mercies ? why contemn'd his rod ? 

Why ſcorn'd his wrath, deſpis d each milder call? 

And forc'd from heav'n th' avenging rod to fall ? 

O blind to fate, who, with unguarded haſte, 

Would fondly judge the future by the paſt! 110 

Who once, (deluded with an airy name) 

Flew ſmooth, tho' quick, o'er time's deceitful 
ſtream ; 

Who, when th' enchanting Pleaſure roſe in view, 

Thought, vainly thought, twould be immortal too. 

Life ! 'tis the glance of ſome uncertain ray, 115 

A ſhadowy thing, that ſmiles, and glides away, 

A clouded landſcape, an amuſing tale, 

A fleeting thought, a momentary gale, 

A dream, which ſcarce the waking ſoul retains, 

And oft the rack, where virtue bleeds in chains. 120 


Bur 
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Bur now 'twas o'er :—for from his great abode 
Full on a whirlwind came the dreadful GO D: 
The Tempeſt's rattling wings, the fiery car, 

Ten thouſand hoſts, his miniſters of war, 
The flaming Cherubim attend his flight, 125 


And heav'n's foundations groan'd beneath their 
weight : 
Thro all the ſkies his forky lightnings play'd, 
With radiant ſplendor glow'd his beamy head : 
From his bright eyes the trembling throng retire 
He ſpoke in thunder, and he breath'd in fire; 130 
He ſtood, —o'er all the boundleſs glory ſhone, 
Then call'd, and darkneſs form'd his gloomy throne; 


Black 


121.—for from his great abade, inſpired orator, Hab. iii. from 

&c.] If the reader would ſee a the 3d verſe. 
ſcene of this kind drawn in 132. And darkneſs form'd his 
the richeſt colours of poetical gloomy throne.) I cannot help 
painting, animated with a ſur- looking on the following paſſage 
priſing ſublimity of ſentiment, from the xviiith pſalm, as the no- 
and enriched with a profuſion of bleſt ſentiment perhaps that ever 
the moſt exquiſite beauties, he entered into the mind of man. 
will find it in the words of an The pſalmiſt is deſcribing the 
deſcent 
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Black clouds hung awful round the burſting ray, 
And veil'd from fight th' intolerable day. 
| So when (elate his glorious courſe to run) 135 


O'er heav'n's blue region flames the blazing ſun ; 


| The lucid ſtream o'erpow'rs the orbs of fight, 


The lack nerve trembling in the flood of light. 


Should then ſome cloud his keener rays conceal, 


He glows leſs dazzling thro' the filmy veil ; 


140 


His beams abſorb'd their piercing heat detain, 
And gentler radiance gilds the flow'ry plain. 


deſcent of the Almighty. *Tis 
ſaid, He bowed the heavens, 
« and came down, and darkneſs 
% was under his feet, and he 
& rode upon a cherub, and did 
« fly, &c. He made darkneſs 
<« his ſecret place: his pavilion 
&«& round about him, were dark 
« waters and thick clouds of the 
« ſkies.” HOMER's e 
Zeus makes a noble figure in the 
Hiad. He introduces him always 
in a manner peculiarly graceful, 
and ſeems even to riſe above him- 


Now, 


ſelf in the deſcription. The lines 
from Hes10D, prefixed as a motto 
to the title-page, are no way in- 
ferior to any thing of this kind 1 
have met with in the writings of 
antiquity, ViRGIL has ſome 
fine pourtraits on the ſame 
ſubject, animated with all the 


warmth of fertile and copious 


imagination. But where, among 
all theſe do we find the Deity 
„ bowing the heavens in his de- 
© ſcent, riding on a cherub, 
walking on darkneſs, form- 

E 4 ing 


. 


py — — 
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Now, man, if cer, (this awful ſcene ſurvey'd,) 
Thy ſoul ſtood trembling with unuſual dread ; 
If e er Deſpair could touch thy throbbing heart; 145 


If e er thou ſhook'ſt at death's approaching dart; 
If, in ſome fight, thy pitying ſoul beheld 
A murder'd hoſt lie gaſping on the field ; 


While ev'ry boſom pour'd a purple flood, 


Wound following wound, and blood ſucceeding 


blood : 


* ing his pavilion of the thick 
4 clouds of the ſkies, and ap- 
« pearing, (to give it in MiL- 
'ToON's inimitable paraphraſe), 
„ Dark with exceſſiue bright.” 
The ſubſequent verſe, by an 
elegant antitheſrs, ſeems (if poſſi- 
ble) to heighten the beauty of 
the preceding ones. At the 
« brightneſs which was before 
ce him, his thick clouds paſſed,“ 
©c,—STERNHOLD and Hop- 
Kins have given ſo uncommon 
a turn to one patt of this deſcrip- 


150 
Attend 


tion, that I muſt be excuſed ſor 

tranſcribing it. 

The Lord deſcended from abowe, 
And bew'd the heavens high; 
And underneath his feet he ſpread 

The darkneſs of the ſhy. 

On cherub, and on Seraphim 
Full royally he rade ; 

And, on the wings of all the winds, 
Came flying all abroad. | 
Every unprejudiced reader will 

ſee, how much, in this inſtance, 

inſpiration is ſuperior to enthu- 
ſiaſm. 
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Attend an ampler ſcene more dreadful far! 

See, GO D deſcends, with millions at his bar! 
Lo! the wide field, where thouſands in deſpair, 
Would ſmile at death, and hug the mangling ſpear ; 
Where, fir'd with rage too big to be expreſt, 155 
| They bleſs d the reeking blade that tore their breaſt : 
O! with what joy ſome mortal wound they'd feel [1 
With what delight they'd claſp the pointed ſteel ! | 


lung on the ſmarting rack, or ſtretch'd upon the 1 
| wheel |! I * 
Bleſt, were ſome mountain, at th ET ERNATL's call, 
Whirl'd from its baſe, to cruſh them in the fall ; 


Would heav'n's great Sov'reign hear their only pray'r, 


Too ſtrow their limbs, like atoms, in the air; 
Would ſome devouring flame their duſt conſume, 

| Or deep V olcano hide them in its womb : 165 
| With their laſt breath they'd praiſe JEHovAn's name 
And bleſs their dreadful ſentence in the flame. 


But ah !—'tis all in vain ! 


E 2 WHERE 
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Warere am I rapt?—ſay, is the judgment come, 
Is this the hour for man's immortal doom ? 170 
Is then the mighty Judge already nigh ? 

Are theſe his banners waving in the ſky ? 

Support me, heav'n I ſhudder with affright ; 

I quake, I fink with terror at the fight : 

Still, ſtill methinks, I fee the God appear; 175 
Still burſts the trump, like thunder, on my ear ; 
Still glows the ſcene :—O ! may it ne'er depart, 
But warm each thought, and burn within my heart; 


W oo this young breaſt to ſeek ſome fairer clime, 
And raiſe the foul with pleaſures all ſublime. 180 


Then, at that hour, when ſwifter than the ſhade, 
Time, Life, and Youth, and Pomp, and Beauty fade, 
Ten thouſand bliſsful ſcenes ſhall charm the mind, 
More ſweet than life, than beauty more refin'd ; 
Where heav'nly Youth ſhall ev'ry ſmile reſume, 185 


And on its cheek. eternal roſes bloom. 


Say. do'ſt thou long to reach yon diſtant ſky? 
Flames ev'ry paſſion? does thy pulſe beat high? 


Do'ſt 
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Do'ſt thou with tranſport view that ſparkling crown? 
Does thy ſoul tremble at thy Maker's frown? 190. 
| O! think, the mighty prize will ne er be bought 
By one briſk ſtart, or tranſient flaſh of thought: 
Tis not the blaze of thy uncertain fire, -» 
The wild, looſe ſally of ſome keen Detire ; 

Each darting impulſe, rapid as the flood, 195 
Or boiling ferment of the tainted blood : 

Can theſe with awful Juſtice cer prevail, 


That weighs each thought in its impartial ſcale ? 
No:—'tis a work that grows upon the ſight, 

Tis god-like Virtue's regular delight: 200 
Th' intrepid ſoul by paſſion ne'er alarm'd, 
Improv'd by judgment, as by fancy warm'd ; 
Whoſe zeal with Reaſon's rigid dictate forts, 
Glows, but not blazes, warms, but not tranſports ; 


Whoſe conduct, ſquar'd by ev'ry noble rule, 205 


Forms one proportion'd, juſt, conſiſtent whole : 


"Tis he who does whate'er a mortal can, 


Vet ſecs defects, and thinks himſelf—z man; 


- 
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Who, what he wants, or ought not to have done, 


Nor ſcorns to know, nor er will bluſh to own ; 210 


Who knows how weak the aids from virtue brought, 
When Vice, ſweet firen ! lulls the wav'ring thought, 
When ſmooth Deceit, in Beauty's robes array'd, 

Tempts the bold Wiſh along the flow'ry mead : 214 


When keen Temptation prompts the heart to ſtray, 


And the warm tumult melts the foul away: 
Who then from heav'n awaits directing light, 
And ſtands unſhaken in ſuperior might : 
This, this is he, who in ſerene repoſe 


Can coolly ſmile at earth's convulſive throws; 220 


And, led by angels to their ſoft abode, 


Can feel that bliſs th' ALMIOHT * now beſtow'd. 


O'ER all the crowd he took one vaſt ſurvey, 
With eyes that view the darkneſs, as the day. 


Each 


224.—View the darkneſs, &c.) deſcription of the Deity's omni- 
This alludes to that inimitable preſence, pſalm cxxxix ; in which 


after 
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Each deep deſign, tho hid behind a cloud, 


With ſecret acts, a countleſs multitude, 


$5 


225 


Whate'er beneath that conſcious ſun was wrought, 


He knew, and weigh'd in one prodigious thought. 


Thus, (if the muſe that dwells on heav'nly themes, 


May ſtoop to earth, and join two wide extremes, ) 


When ſome great gen'ral, with preventive care, 231 


In vaſt idea plans the future war; 


Here ſwells a thought that ſees whole ſquadrons 


ſlain, 


That plants the murd ring cannon on the plain: 


E 4 


after taking a beautiful ſurvey of 
every thing in nature that can 
itrengthen his argument, (for 
which the reader may conſult 
Mr. Herver's fine paraphraſe, 
Med. vol. ii. p. 15. and 34.) he 
adds, ver. 11. ** It I fay, tne 
& darkneſs ſhall cover me, even 
<« the night ſhall be light about 
« me:” a thought, to which 
the antithe/is gives ſuch peculiar 
elegance, as may make it vye 


Now 


with the moſt expreſſive touches 
of antient, or modern poetry. 
231. Il lun fome great gem ral, 
&c.] This pailage may poſſibly 
appcar with more advantage, 
when compared with Lucav's 
deſcription of CæsAR, at his 
approach to the Rubicon : 
Famque gelidas Ca. ſur curſu ſupe- 
raverat Alpes, 
Ingenteſque animo motus, beilumgue 
futurum 
Ceperat, 
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Now in his mind the coming triumphs riſe; 235 


He ſmiles, the pleaſure ſparkles in his eyes ; 


He feels with joy his raptur'd boſom glow, 


Yet ſighs with manly pity o'er the foe. 


O!] what black ſcenes that dreadful moment came, 


What guilt that Virtue bluſhes but to name! 240 


Crimes that ne'er ſhrunk at their approaching doom, 


That deep'ned midnight's all- ſurrounding gloom, 


Now rear'd with horror their gigantic head, 


And claim'd the vengeance heav'n fo long delay'd. 


Ceperat, ut ventum ęſt parvi Ru- 
bicants ad undas. 
Pharſ. lib. iii. 
Mr. Appisox has made a 
noble uſe of this ſentiment in his 
Campaign, and has the happieſt 
' tranſlation of it I can think on: 
--Speaking of MARLBOROUGH, 
before he croſſed the Moſelle, he 
tells us, 
Our god-like leader, ere the flream 
. 
The mighty ſcheme of all his labour: 
caſt ; 


YE 


Forming the wondrous year within 
his thought, 

His boſom glow'd with battles yet 
unfought. 
242. That deep ned, &c.] I 

cannot reſiſt the pleaſure of tranſ- 


cribing the following paſlage 


from Paradiſe Loſt, as it is full 
of that lively and natural paint- 
ing which preſents an object in- 
ſtantly to the eye of the reader, 
and is the higheſt perfection of 
deſcriptive poetry.—It is in the 

4 account 
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Fa 


Vr ſons of night, whoſe each deſtructive word 245 


Stabs with more keenneſs than a ruffian's ſword ; 


Whoſe hydra Love can triumph in offence, 


A love that ſmiles at ruin'd innocence : 


Say, did you ne'er reflect, when at your ſide 


Truth bled, Peace groan'd, and murder'd Virtue dy'd; 


Did you ne'er think, when frantic with deſpair 251 


You've ſeen the anguiſh of ſome weeping fair, 


Whoſe voice, once ſweet as Philomela's lay, 


On darkneſs call'd, and curs'd the coming day; 


Whoſe ſnowy boſom heav'd continual ſighs, 


*$5 


While tears ran ſtreaming from her lovely eyes: 
Ah! did you ne'er, with terror at his rod, 
Hear the loud voice of an affronted God ? 


account of Satan's adventure with 


Death upon his arrival at the 

gates of hell. 

ſuch a frown, 

Each caſt at th other, as when twa 
black clouds, 

With beav'n's artillery fraught, 

come rattling on 


Over the Caſpian, then ſtand front 


Say, 


to front, 

How'ring a ſpace, till winds 
ſignal blow 

To join their dark encounter in mid 
air. 

He then adds, 

So frotun d the mighty combatants, 
that hell 

Grew darker at the frown, 
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Say, has his rage, his vengeance loſt its fire ? Thy 
Is he not/ fill Almighty in his ire? 46 || wo 
Is then his potent arm by thee o'er-rul'd ? | Thc 
His thunder blunted, or his lightnings cool'd ? | Th: 


O! no:—ev'n now his eye pervades the whole ; 


He. 


Ev'n now he views, he reads thy inmoſt ſoul: ; Bur 


Is there one thought, that (as the darting wind 265 


5 the 


Th 

; 
Unform'd and fleeting,) glances o'er the mind? Hi. 
Is there an act thou trembled'ſt to prolong ? ö 
Or word that dy'd unfiniſh'd on thy tongue? 
Or form thou view dſt, the phantom of thy fear ? ＋ 
Or ſound that languiſh'd on th' unfeeling ear? 270 H 
Didſt act ſome hidden guilt, to man unknown? _ B 
And waſt thou then, or thought'ſt thyſelf alone ? 

. th 
Miſtaken wretch ! whoſe blind, unequal ſenſe A, 
With daring aim would judge Omnipotence ; de 

P 

272, — er . t thyſelf IN doe think it ſolitude to be alone. 0 
alone, &c.] Complaint, Night iii. ab initis. v 
O ft to virtue! loft to many) 274. would judge Omnipo- : 

thought / | tence, &c.] To ſecure this paſſage { 
Loft to the novie ſailies of the ſoul, from an odjection, that it makes 

! 
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Thy ken juſt glancing o'er a bounded ſpan, 


275 


Would join with His who reads the heart of man : 


Thou, like the beaming of a morning ſun, 


That gilds the eaſt, art clouded ere thy noon : 


He, in the blaze of one meridian ray, 


Burns with unſully'd light, and gives eternal day: 280 


Thee fancy, paſſion's cloudy miſts o'ercalt : 


His all the future, ſcantly thine the paſt. 


He view'd in filence all the mighty ſcene, 
Tho' dreadful, mild; and awfully ſerene : 


His juſtice here for inſtant thunder cry'd, 


285 


But heav'nly Love ſtood ſmiling at her ſide. 


the Deity intereſt hinkſelf in tri- 
fles, I ſhall only obſerve, that its 
deſign, (and indeed the great one 
of this performance), is to im- 
print on the mind a perſuaſion 
of the Divine Omniſcience; to 
which a ſimple aſſent, when not 
accompanied with a ſuitable in- 
fluence on the practice, is like a 
mid-night dream, ſcarce ſooner 


recollected than forgot; and ſtill 


| As 
leſs conſiſtent than the reveries 
of a madman, whoſe actions are 
ſquared by the judgment he 
forms. Was it firmly believed, 
what can fill the mind with more 
awful reverence than the conti- 


nual preſence of its Creator 


was it ſuitably improved, where 
can we meet with a more ſtrik - 
ing incitement to the love, and 
exerciſe of virtue ! 
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As when ſome judge (on whoſe deciſive frown 
Deſtruction lowrs) aſcends his awful throne ; 
His mind no thought of pity can controul, 


His dreaded hand unſeals th important ſcroll; 290 


Wild with ſuſpenſe the doubting ſuppliant ſhakes, 
Reads ev'ry look, and trembles ere he ſpeaks ; 
His flutt'ring ſoul the vivid eye betrays, 

And ev'ry paſſion varies in his face. 


Thus, round the throne of their tremendous Lord, 


All ſilent wait th' irrevocable word: 296 
Ten thouſand thoughts in wild confuſion riſe, 
And the rack'd ſoul ſhoots thro' the quiv'ring eyes. 


He roſe:—his looks the coming judgment ſhow ; 
Reſentment darken'd his majeſtic brow ; 300 
Then view'd the throng beneath his footſtool ſpread, 
Shook with a nod the burning ſkies, and laid, 
(Heav'n's tott'ring concave bow'd, | while all around 


His wond'ring hoſts ſtood liſt ning at the ſound.) 


d DEPART» 
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61 


« DEPART, ye damn'd! tis I pronounce your 


doom : 


395 


„% 'Tis I, the God who form'd you in the womb: 
«« *Tis I, who left each ſofter ſcene above, 

Left the warm boſom of celeſtial Love, 

Left heav'n's bright domes, and ſought the climes 


© beneath, 


Left all—for ſcorn, contempt, and pangs, and 


« death. 


310 


Ingrate! O! tell the vaſt, th' unpity'd woes, 


« The pangs I bore, to ſave my mortal foes ! 
« Say, when beneath th' oppreſſive weight diſmay'd, 
* Did e' er your hand ſupport my drooping head? 


When oft I've wept, in all my counſels foil'd, 315 


Like ſome fond parent o'er an only child; 


313. —beneath th' oppreſſrue 
weight, &c.) See Matth. xxv. 
from verſe 42d. 

316. Like ſome fend parent, 
& c.] This has ſome remote al- 
luſion to our Saviour's pathetic 
complaint over Jeruſalem, Matth. 
xxiii. v. 37. I choſe to give 


« Did 
the ſentiment this turn, as a 
nearer reſemblance muſt have 
fallen infinitely ſhort of the ori- 
ginal, in which the ſimplieity, 
pathos, and delicate beauty of 


allegory, will need no recam- 
mendation to a good judge. 
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«« Did you, when wretched, helpleſs, penſive, poor, | 


Or ſoothe my grief, or ope the friendly door? 


« What more than Rage your flinty boſoms arm'd ? | 


«© When deaf to Love, by Vengeance not alarm'd ! 
« How oft to win thy ſoul has Mercy ſtood! 321 
« To fright, how oft ſtern Juſtice red with blood ! 
« Yet ſtill 'twas yours, unmov'd, unaw'd by all, 
To ſpurn, to laugh at Pity's melting call; 


« Alike unheard my promiſe, threat' ning, ſighs, 32 5 


« Twas yours to ſmile at ſpeechleſs agonies 


« TAKE then, ye fiends, the wretches from my 
fight ; | 
« Take, ſhroud them deep in everlaſting night; 
Mid ceaſeleſs torments, never to expire; 
« To bear the racks of an eternal fire; 330 
« To feel whate'er an injur'd God can claim, 
& My love rejected, and inſulted name: 
« Be this their doom.” —Th' ALMIGHTY ſpoke, 
and frown'd, 


Heav'n heard. and hell's remoteſt regions groan'd. 
He 
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He ſpoke :—t'was done.—To make their millions 


ans 335 
The opening gulph diſclos'd its burning womb ; 
From its black breaſt the boiling ſulphur broke, 
And troops of fiends aſcended thro' the ſmoke, 
As when his vengeance heav'n's ALMIGHTY pours, 
He ſpeaks, —and lo! the forky thunder roars; 340 
It burſts away, impetuous in its flight, 
Till ſome vaſt cloud receives the glowing weight; 
It lowrs with frowns, the trembling nations gaze ; 
It blots with night the ſun's meridian rays ; 
Oer the wide ſkies the rolling darkneſs ſpreads, 345 
And hangs, incumbent horror! o'er their heads: 
At length the rattling vollies force their way, 
The livid lightnings flaſh a paler day; 
O'er heav'n's blue arch the mounting flames aſpire, 


And all the wide horizon teems with fire. 350 


A cLouD thus lowring from his brow there came; 


So ſpouts the deep with unremitting flame. 
Bu r, 
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BuT, O! my ſoul, th' amazing theme forbear, 
Nor dare to paint what angels dread to hear : 
Let heav'nly bliſs thy cooler thoughts confine, 355 
And ſmooth with ſofter ſcenes the flowing line. 
Yet ſtay one moment bid the whole unfold, 
Clear the bright gem from its ſurrounding mould : 
To warm the breaſt, and touch unthinking youth, 
An awful pauſe may cull ſome uſeful truth; 360 
May raiſe the paſſions with becoming pride : 
Tis Virtue's call, nor be the call deny'd. 

WovLD'sT thou, O man, avoid th' unbounded 

woe? 

Would'ſt feel thy breaſt with endleſs raptures glow ? 
Would'ſt thou with triumph hear the thunder roll, 
That rocks the nodding earth from pole to pole? 366 
Retire;—be deaf to Grandeur's vain alarm, 
Its gilded darts, that ſting thee, while they charm : 
Let Life's gay ſcenes engage thy ſoul no more, 
Pomp, Beauty, Youth, the bubbles of an hour! 370 
Fix 
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Fix ev ry thought on thy immortal part; 


Bid heav'n attend !— then trembling aſk thy heart, 


« How have I walk'd thro? all this mazy road? 
« How liv'd, to gain the plaudit of my GOD? 
© How ſpoke ? how acted? how improv'd the boon, 


« On all beſtow'd, from all reſum'd ſo ſoon ? 376 
« Say, did I cer oer weeping Virtue groan, 


% Return her tears, and make her grief my own? 


« Have I, unmov'd by Sorrow's frantic cries, 


« Refus'd my help, my pity, or my ſighs ? 


' 371. — en thy immortal part, 
&c.] Home, (who, thro' his 
whole Iliad, has introduced ap- 
polite reflections on the uncer- 
tainty of life, and the rewards 
or puniſhments of a future ſtate), 
makes Achilles, aiter awaking 
from a dream, in which he had 
ſeen Patroclus, talk in this man- 
ner : 


N woes, 1 ga Tis i & thy ala. 
Joao. 
Tuxn, x Ay, zTXe Pg; dx ins 


WapT ay y 


. 4 


380 
e Then 


Ilan xn vag wo Ia. Graco 

ux iPaurnx:.— Thad. lib. 23. 

Tis true, tis certain, man, tho? 
dead, retains 

Part of himſelf; th immortal 
mind remains; 5 

The form ſubſiſts without the ny 5 
_— 

Aerial ſemblance, and an empty 
ſhade 1 

This night my friend, ſo late in 

| battle loſt, . 


Stood at my fide ——— ; 
Por. 
F 
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„Then hear, Great G OD, (ſhould'ſt thou thy aid 
detain, 

The nobleſt wiſh, the beſt reſolve how vain !) 

« Oh! lend to proſtrate duſt thy willing ear! 

« Hear, all ye ſaints! and, ev'ry angel, hear! 

« Should yet thy mercy give me years to come, 385 

If not this hour conſigns me to the tomb, 

*« On thee alone each fond deſire ſhall reſt, 

No rival love to ſhare it in my breaſt; 

* I leave, vain world! thy pleaſures to thy friends, 

The fool that aſks them, and the grave that ends; 

Each fair, each dazzling object I reſign; 391 

ge thine my hopes! and all my pow'rs be thine!” 


Bu r lo! my foul, the clouds at length are o'er; 
The ſtorms are d the thunders ceaſe to roar: 
See! blooming Love, as cloudleſs ſkies ſerene, 395 
Smiles heav'nly ſweet, and brightens all the ſcene ! 


So ſome loud whirlwind, with reſiſtleſs ſweep, 
Heaves the wild waves, and blackens on the deep; 
The 


S S fs 
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The fainting mariners, with pale deſpair, 
Behold the ocean's boiling boſom bare : 400 
When lo! at once the raving winds ſubſide, 
A gentle breeze plays ſmoothly o'er the tide ; 
Now each, enraptur'd, views th' emerging ray, 
Now breathes delighted in the blaze of day ; 
| Groves, mountains, woods appear, a charming train! 
The ſhip glides lightly thro the liquid plain; 406 
The liquid plain reflects the waving beam, 
And heav'n's fine azure glitters in the ſtream. 


SOME ſeraph, teach my daring ſong to riſe, 
O! let me catch the muſic of the ſkies; 410 
lllume my breaſt, exalt, refine the whole, 


And pour melodious numbers on my ſoul. 


Wrar glories burſt on my tranſported ſight ! 
What charms, with more than mortal beauty bright! 
What anthems ring | what melting lays inſpire! 415 
What god-like Angels ſtrike the founding lyre | 

F 2 | See! 
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See! ev'ry face the ſofteſt ſmiles aſſume ! 
How glows each feature with celeſtial bloom ! 


A bloom, untouch'd by all-devouring time; 


Like flow'rs that bloſſom in perpetual prime! 420 


Lo! where in ſight th' angelic armies move 

See opening fair the balmy climes of love 

Bleſt climes! where Muſic ſtrikes the warbling 
ſtring, | 

Where Joy exulting ſpreads his airy wing, 


Where ſhrin'd in bliſs triumphant Beauty reigns, 425 


And Spring's eternal bluſh adorns the plains. 


O! covLD my ſtrains with ev'ry grace appear, 
Each thought that fires the ſoul, or charms the ear; 
To me did ev'ry finer art belong, 

The richeſt fancy, and the ſweeteſt ſong, 430 


This heay'nly theme th' harmonious voice ſhould F 


raiſe, 


Warm all my thoughts, and warble in my lays. 


Fo, 


| 
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69 


For lo! He comes, a Victor o'er the grave, 


In triumph mild, exalted but to fave : 


In crowds th' applauding hoſts ſurround their King ; 


They tune their harps, and touch the fineſtſtring. 436 


Angelic concert ! muſically flow, 


© 4 34.— cxalted but to ſave, &c.] 
As I have endeavoured, thro' the 
whole of this poem, to point out 
ſuch parts of the ſacred writings, 
as contain any ſentiment pcculi- 
arly beautiful on this awful ſub- 
ject; the reader will (I preſume) 
excuſe me for ſubjoining to theſe 
vne obſervation more on the fol- 
lowing paſſage in Iſaiah.— Lis 
in his 63d chapter, from the be · 
ginning.— The prophet, from a 
view, as it would ſeem, of our 
DAVICUR'S reſurrection, on be- 
holding the ſeveral circumitances 
at that moment preſented to him, 
burlts into an abrupt exclama- 
tion (a parallel to which Mr, 
Hervey has finely iilullicted, 


in a paraphraſe on Solomoit's 


It ſteals more ſoft, than vernal breezes blow : 


F 3 


Then 


prayer at the dedication of bis 


temple) * Who is this that co- 


e meth up from Edom, with 
„ dyed garments from Bozrah ? 
this that is red in his apparel, 
6 travelling in the greatneſs cf 
“ his ſtrength?“ Obſerve the 
gradation :—the firſt queition 
ſeems to proceed from an indi- 
ſtinct view of the perſon, 4+ who 
„is this?” what heavenly ap- 
pearance diſcovers itſelf to my 
ſenſes? whom is it that I behold 
in this majeitic attitude? Hs 
then takes a particular ſurvey, 
and deſcribes him with more ac- 
Curacy :“ this that cometh up 
„with dyed garments.” I fee 
(As if he had faid with rapturous 
ardor) his eyes ſparkling with 

fury, 


70 The DAY T JU DGME NT. 
Then ſwells a ſprightly note ;—all heaven replies, 


And labouring Echo rings it thro' the ſkies. 440 


Now, bright as heav'n, as mild Aurora fair, 


(Whoſe balmy breath perfumes the purer air,) 

He roſe, with Mercy beaming from his ſight, 
Then ſmil'd, and look'd ineffable delight. 

As when the nightingale's melodious love 445 


Charms the ſtill gloom, and fills the vocal grove ; 


The liſt'ning Zephyrs hovering while ſhe ſings, 


Catch ev'ry ſound, and waft it on their wings; 


fury, and his garments rolled in 
the blood of his enemies.— He 


then paints the dignity of his ap- 


proach, © travelling in the great- 
« neſs of his ſtrength.” — One 
would almoſt imagine he viewed 
the majeſty of ſome triumphant 
hero, reeking from ſlaughter, and 
elated with victory. He at 
length advances ſo near as to 
make a reply ; a reply, on which 
every preceding circumitance re- 
flets a diſtint beauty. We 


Th' 


would conclude, on peruſing the 
firſt part, that the ſequel was to 
contain ſome dreadful menace, 
or alarming threatning: but how 
agreeably are we ſurprized and 


diſappointed when we hear him 


anſwer, It is I that ſpeak in 
s righteouſneſs, mighty to ſave! 
What an improvement is this on 
another paſſage, where we are 
told, that * his tender mercies 
„ are over all his other works !” 
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Th' attentive ſwains her moving accents hear, 
That melt the heart, and harmonize the ear; 450 
Such, (while each boſom felt unbounded joys,) 
| Such Muſic ſtream'd from his tranſporting voice : 
(While warm'd with more than rapture at their 


doom, 


Each cheek was fluſh'd, like roſes in the bloom.) 


« CoME now, ye bleſt! by heav'n, by me approv'd'! 
« Ye bleſt of God! my darlings, my belov'd! 456 
«« Pofleſs whate'er your vaſt deſires can claim; 
« Be endleſs praiſes your eternal theme ; 
« Tho' once you ſigh'd, be all your ſighs no more; 
«© Tho' once you wept, your mourning days are o'er : 
«« Now raiſe the ſong, begin th' immortal ſtrain; 461 
Guard them, ye angels, to th' etherial plain; 
„Their harp, their voice let ſofter themes employ, 
And touch the heart, and crown the head with joy. 


F 4 « FOR 


445. Come naw ye bleft, &c.] 464.—and crown the head with 
See Matth. xxv. 34. joy, &c.] See Iſaiah xxxv. 10. 
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* Fo this I left theſe ſkies, to dwell below; 465 
« For this my ſoul felt all the ſtings of Woe ; 
« For this the ſpear, with reeking purple dy'd, 
ce Op'd a wide wound, and lodg'd within my fide; 
For this deſpis'd, forſook, deny'd, I ſtood, 


« Pour'd ceaſeleſs groans, and bought it with my 


blood : 470 
«« Delightful prize !—to taſte its ſweets, is thine: 
« Yours all the bliſs; to know the pain, was mine. 
« But lo! your vaſt reward at length is nigh; 
« That dazzling Crowd awaits you in the ſky ! 
No boundleſs bliſs ſhall all your grief repay, 475 


Wipe off your tears, and give your ſighs away.“ 


HERE pauſe :— no more by man can be expreſt; 
Ye ſaints, ye wond'ring ſeraphs tell the reſt ! 


As thro' the clouds ſome towring eagle ſprings, 


And flies like lightning on impetuous wings; 480 


He views unmov'd the burning ſun difplay'd : 
The waving fire plays harmleſs round his head ; 


Quick 
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Quick as a thought of the atreal mind, | 
To heav'n he mounts, and leaves the ſtars behind; 
Thus, rapt at once from our attending view, 485, 
Thro' the broad gates the riſing Concourſe flew z .. 
Till far remov'd, ſcarce to the diſtant _ 
The Triumph glow'd, with fainter glories drinks; "We 
Aſcending till, till it appear'd no more: 


We look'd, and all the ſwimming ſcene was o'er. 490 


BuT now (more charming than the riſing fun) , 
The blooming angel ſmil'd, and thus begun: 
Sweet as the towring lark's mellifluous ſong, 


The melting accents warbled on his tongue! 


« "Tris done: — for now that ſhining in re- 
mov'd 495 
« Enjoy the bliſs, and praiſe the God they lov'd; 
They live, they reign, eternally ſerene, 


« With not one cloud, to interpoſe between, 


cc Say, 
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% Say, when thy gazing eyes ſurvey d the whole, 
60 Did dawning rapture beam upon thy ſoul ? 500 
« Burns not thy ſwelling breaſt to join the choir ? 
« Is ev'ry Paſſion wing'd with fond deſire ? 

« Would'ſt thou, with tranſport fir'd to mount above, 


— 


« Aſcend? and melts not ev'ry thought with love? 


Tux, (all his frame with heav'nly glories bright, 
Each lovely feature glowing with delight!) 506 
He thus burſt out: . Ol who thy name can praiſe! 


« What Angel's voice can tell thy wond'rous ways! 
« Lo! on each lip the HaLLELujan dies; 
« We faint; an awful Rev'rence fills the ſkies : 5 10 
« All, humbly bending to Almighty Pow'r, 


« In proſtrate filence tremble and adore !” 


Hez ſaid: — and, mounting to the realms of day, 


bpread his reſplendent wings, and ſoar'd away. 


ODES, 
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ODE 0 MELANCHOLY. 


AIL queen of thought ſublime ! propitious 
H Pow'r, | e 
Who o'er th' unbounded waſte art joy'd to roam, 
| Led by the Moon, when at the mid-night hour - 
Her pale rays tremble thro' the duſky gloom. 


O bear me, Goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat! _../ 
Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey d, 
Or lodg'd, where mountains ſcreen thy deep retreat, 
Or wand'ring wild thro' Chili's boundleſs ſhade, 


Say, rove thy ſteps o'er Lybia's naked waſte ? 
Or ſeek ſome diſtant ſolitary ſhore ? 

Or on the Andes' topmoſt mountain plac'd, 
Do'ſt fit, and hear the ſolemn thunder roar ? 


5 Fix 


78 n 
Fix d on ſome hanging rock's projected brow, 


Hear'ſt Thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome ? 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejected Woe 


Pours her long wail from ſome lamented tomb ? 


Hark ! yon deep Echoe ſtrikes the trembling ear ! 


See Night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole ! 
O'er heav'ns blue arch yon rolling worlds appear, 
And rouze to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul. 


O lead my ſteps beneath the Moon's dim ray, 
Where Tadmar ſtands all-deſert and alone 
While from Her time-ſhook tow'rs the bird of prey 
Sounds thro' the night her long-reſounding moan. 


Or bear me far to yon bleak diſmal plain, 
Where fell-ey'd Tygers all-athirſt for blood 
Howl to the deſart ;—while the horrid train 


Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel ſtood. 


That 
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That Queen of nations ] whoſe ſuperior call 
Rouz'd the broad Eaſt, and bid Her arms deſtroy! 


When warm'd to mirth,—let Judgment mark her 
Fall, 


And deep Reflection daſh the lip of Joy. 


Short is Ambition's gay deceitful dream : 
Though wreaths of blooming lawrel bind her brow, 
Calm Thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 


And Time's cold breath diſſolves the with'rin; 
bough. 


Slow as ſome Miner ſaps th' aſpiring tow'r, 
When working ſecret with deſtructive aim: 

Un ſeen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing Hour, 
But works the fall of Empire, Pomp, and Name. 


Then let thy pencil mark the traits of Man; 


Full in the draught be keen-ey'd Hope pourtray'd ; 

Let flutt'ring Cupids croud the growing plan : 

Then give one touch, and daſh it deep with ſhade. 
Beneath 


. 


By 


Beneath the plume that flames with glancing rays, 


Be Care's deep engines on the ſoul impreſs'd ; 
Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze, 
Let grief ſit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 


Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 
With Beauty pierc'd,—yet heedleſs of the dart : 


While cloſely-couch'd, pale fickning Envy near 
Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart. 


Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 
Let Guilt revolve the thou ght- diſtracting fin ; 


Scar'd,—while her eyes ſurvey th' etherial blue, 
Leſt heav'n's ſtrong lightning burſt the Dark within. 


* 


Then paint, impending o'er the madning deep 
That rock, where heart-ſtruck Sappho vainly brave 


Stood firm of foul; —then from the dizzy ſteep 
| Impetuous ſprung, and. daſh'd the boiling wave. 


Here 
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Here wrapt in ſtudious thought let Fancy rove, 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare ; 
To ſee where Anguith nips the bloom of Love, 


Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care. 


Should e er Ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 

Let judging Reaſon draw the veil aſide; 
Judging * 

Or fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, 


Read o'er the monument that tells, —He dy'd. 


What are the enſigns cf imperial ſway ? 
What all that Fortune's liberal hand has brought ? 


Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay, 


Or rouze the foul to more exalted thought ? 


When hleeds the heart as Genius blooms unknown, 
When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier ; 


Not wealth, but Pity ſwells the burſting groan, 
Not pow'r, but whiſp'ring Nature prompts the tear. 
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Say, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy vault, 


Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow, 


Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 
Why ſleeps unmov'd the breathleſs duſt below? 


Sleeps it more ſweetly than the fimple ſwain, 
Beneath ſome moſſy turf that reſts his head? 
Where the lone Widow tells the Night her pain, 
And Eve' with dewy tears embalms the dead. 


The lily, ſcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, 


Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpring ; 
But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 


And ſcents the zephirs balmy breathing wing. 


The buſts of grandeur, and the pomp of pow'r, 
Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide ? 


Can theſe avail, in that tremendous hour, 


When Death's cold hand congeals the purple tide ? 


Ah 
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Ah no - the mighty names are heard no more: 
Pride's thought ſublime and Beauty's kindling bloom 


Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 


And ſwell with pompous verſe the ſcutchon'd tomb. 


For me :—may Paſſion ne'er my ſoul invade, 
Nor be the whims of tow'ring Frenzy giv'n ; 
Let Wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful ſhade, 


Where Contemplation wings the ſoul to heav'n. 


O guard me ſafe from Joy's enticing ſnare ! 
With each extreme that Pleaſure tries to hide, 


The poiſon'd breath of ſlow-conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride. 


But oft when Midaight's fadly-folemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſky-topt tow'r; 


Calm let me fit in Proſper's lonely cell,* 
Or walk with MirtToN thro' the dark Obſcure. 


G 2 Thus 


* Sce SHAKESPEAR's Tempeſt. 


84 C 

Thus when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 
May ſome ſad friend recall the former years; 
Then ſtretch'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, 
Pour the warm guſt of ſympathetic tears. 


ODE fo SLEEP. 


1. 
WEE T God of eaſe, whoſe opiate breath 
Pour'd gently o'er the heaving breaſt ; 
Steals like the ſolemn hand of Death; 
And ſheds the balm of viſionary reſt ; 
Come with ev'ry pow'rful ſpell, 


From the hermit's gloomy cell, 
From the ſwallow's moſly bed, 


When bleak Winter blaſts the mead ; 
Come with Night's cold, cloudy brow, 
With ſky-rob'd Thought demure, and flow, 
With Reſt that charms the drouſy air, 
And folds the wakeful eyes of melancholy Care. 
O 
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O by thy robe of pureſt white, 
Thy treſſes bound with fun'ral yew, 
Thy voice that ſoothes the ear of night, 
Thine ebon' rod that ſweeps the pearly dew ; 
By the pale moon's trembling beam, 
By the ghoſts on Lethe's ſtream ; 
By the ſilent ſolemn gloom, 
By the beetle's drouſy hum, 
By the zephir's dying breath, 
When ſleeps the ruffling wave beneath; 
By the long voice of murm'ring ſeas, 


Lull each repoſing ſenſe in calm oblivious eaſe. 


RECITATIVE. 
Pour on my ſoul the ſweetly melting lay, 
That once on Argus could prevail ; 
When footh'd by Hermes' wond'rous tale, 
Each liſtning ſenſe diffolv'd and dy'd away: 
LulFd by the magic doubling ſound, 
Slow-ſtealing Slumber lock'd his iron breaſt ; 
G 


I 
3 


His 
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His thoughts in ſweet delirium drown'd, 
His falling arms the God confeſt ; 
On his numb'd ear remote and dull, 
The hollow murmur feebly ſtole; 
O'erpower'd at laſt he yields the beauteous prize, 
And drops ſupinely down, and folds an hundred eyes. 
4 
Then too let bold-ey'd Fancy come, 
With brightning look and boſom bare; 
Her features fluſh'd with vivid bloom, 
Wich flutt'ring wings, and looſely- flowing hair: 
Then let all the burſting ſoul 
Boldly dart from pole to pole; 
Starting from the airy ſteep, 
Lightly ſkim the wavy deep; 
Up the rough rock let me climb, 
'Till thy ſtrong voice with note ſublime 
Wakes, fires, * thrills with rapid ſtrains, 
And leads the lighten'd mind to ſoft Elyſian plains. 


4 Yet 
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Yet then let no fantaſtic tale; 
No ruder thought diſturb the dream ; 
But bear me to yon lonely dale, 
Where weeps the willow o'er the murm'ring 
ſtream : 
Or where in the bow'ry ſhade 
Quiet leans her drooping head, 
Where from yonder cave beneath 


Sweeps the wild wind through the heath, 
Or with notes that deeply move, 
Wake all the tuneful foul of Love; 


Let bright Lucinda's charms ariſe, | 
With all the dazzling flame, the lightning of her eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 
Then on the rapid wings of Fancy born. 
Bold let me ſoar with ſteddy flight, 
Where burſts the radiant blaze of light ; 


Or where Aurora ſheds the roſy morn : 
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Or lead me where the warbling Nine, 
With flying fingers ſweep the melting lyre; 
There ſoothe with harmony divine, 
Or nobly breathe celeſtial fire. 
Or in the ſoft Idalian grove, 
With all the Graces let me rove, 
Where gay Anacreon haunts the genial bow'r, 
And crowns the bluſhing nymph with ev'ry balmy 


fow'r. 
5. 
Oſt too with Spencer let me tread 
The fairy field where Una ſtrays; 
Or loll in Pleaſure's flow'ry bed,“ 
Or burſt to heav'n in Milton's high-wrought lays. 

Or on Ariel's airy wing, 
Let me chaſe the young-ey'd Spring, 
Where the powder'd cowſlips bloom, 
Where the wild thyme breathes perfume : 
Or with ſolemn ſteps, and fad, 

Slow let me haunt the deepning ſhade, 


Where 


* See THoMso0N's Caſile of Indolence. 
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Where Richard, thro' the opening ground 


Beheld the white-rob'd Ghoſt, ahd mark'd the 
guſhing wound. 
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Come, gentle God, with magic wand 
Of pow'r to calm the foul of Care; 

From Envy's graſp to looſe the brand, 

Or lull th' envenom'd ſnakes that prompt Deſpair : 

Bring the Viſion's airy ſhow, 
Yews that wave o'er Lethe flow, 
Glimm'ring beams, and taper blue, 
Rod, that dtops with Stygian dew ; 


Sloth, on down ſupinely laid, 
And flow-ey'd Eaſe that droops the head, 


Pale Languor wrapt in thoughtleſs gaze, 
And wild Oblivion loſt in Fancy's boundleſs maze. 


KECITATIVE. - 
See Night's dun robe involves the boundleſs waſte! 
Black clouds in heaps confus'dly thrown, 


Roll 
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Roll awful o'er her gloomy throne : 
While thro' the dark cave ſweeps the whiſtling 


blaſt : 


Von car by boding ravens led, 
Bears the lone Goddeſs thro the murky gloom ; 


Before flow Darkneſs breathes her ſhade, 
And Reſt forſakes the yawning tomb. 
Around at Mid- night's ſolemn noon, 


Rapt Fancy gazes on the moon : 
Care folds her arms, nor knows th' unpleaſing 


theme, 
And Grief diſſolving ſhares the ſweetly-ſoothing 


dream. 
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ODE ro TIME, 
Occaſioned by ſeeing the Ruins of an Old CAs TIE. 


ST ROP HE. 


Thou who mid' the world- involving gloom, 
Sit'ſt on yon ſolitary ſpire ! 
Or ſlowly ſhak' ſt the ſounding dome, 
Or hear'ſt the wildly-warbling lyre ; 
Say when thy muſing ſoul 


Bids diſtant times unroll, 

And marks the flight of each revolving year, 
That ſaw the race of Glory run, 
That mark'd Ambition's ſetting ſun, 
That ſhook old Empire's tow'ring pride, 
That ſwept them down the floating tide, 
Say when theſe long-unfolding ſcenes ap- 

| pear, 


Streams down thy hoary cheek the pity-darting tear? 


| 2. 
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1. 2. 
Caſt o'er yon trackleſs waſte thy wand' ring eye: 
Yon Hill whoſe gold-illumin'd brow 
Juſt trembling thro' the bending ſky, 
O'erlooks the boundleſs wild below ; 
Once bore the branching wood 
That o'er yon murm'ring flood 
Hung wildly-waving to the ruſtling gale ; 
The naked heath with moſs o'ergrown, 
That hears the lone owl's nightly mean, 
Once bloom'd with Summer's copious ſtore, 
Once rais'd the lawn-beſpangling flow'r, 
Or heard ſome Lover's plaintive lay, 
| When by pale Cynthia's filver ray, 
All wild he wander'd o'er the lonely dale, 
And taught the liſt ning moon the melancholy tale. 


I. 3. 
Ye wilds where heav'n-rapt Fancy roves, 


Ye ſky-crown'd hills, and ſolemn proves ! 


Ye 
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Ye low- brow d vaults, ye gloomy cells! 
Ye caves where night-bred Science dwells ! 
Ghoſts that in yon lonely hall, 
Lightly glance along the wall; 
Or beneath yon ivy d tower, 
At the ſilent mid-night hour, 
Stand array' d in ſpotleſs white, 
And ſtain the duſky robe of Night; 
Or with flow ſalemn pauſes, roam 
O'er the long, ſounding, hollow dome! 
Say mid yon deſert” ſolitary round, 
When Darkneſs wraps the boundleſs ſpheres, 
Does ne'er ſome diſmal dying ſound 
On Night's dull ſerious ear rebeund. 
That mourns the ceaſeleſs lapſe of life · c nſuming 
years? | 
8. 1. 
O call th' infpiring glorious hour tg view, 
When Caledena's martial train, 


From 
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From yon ſteep rock's high-arching brow 
Pour'd on the heart-ſtruck flying Dane ! 
When War's blood-tin&tur'd ſpear 
Hung o'er the trembling rear ; 
When light-heel'd Terror wing'd their headlong 
flight : 
Yon Tow'rs then rung with wild alarms! 
Yon Deſert gleam'd with ſhining arms! 
While on the bleak hill's brightning ſpire, 
Bold Vict'ry flam'd, with eyes of fire; 
Her limbs celeſtial robes infold, 
Her wings were ting'd with ſpangling gold, 
She ſpoke : — her words infus'd reſiſtleſs might, 
And warm'd the bounding heart, and rouz'd the ſoul 


of fight. 
. . 


But ah, what hand the ſmiling proſpect brings! 
What voice recalls th' expiring day ! 
See darting ſwift on eagle-wings, 


The glancing Moment burſts away ! 
So 
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So from ſome mountain's head, 
In mantling gold array'd, 
While bright- ey d Fancy ſtands in ſweet ſurprize: 
The vale where muſing Quiet treads, 
The flow'r-clad lawns, and bloomy meads, 
Or ſtreams where Zephyr' loves to ſtray 
Beneath the pale Eve's twinkling ray ; 
Or waving woods detain the fight :— 
— When from the gloomy cave of Night 
Some cloud ſweeps ſhadowy o'er the duſky ſkies, 
And wraps the flying ſcene that fades, and ſwims, 
and dies. 
2 3 
Lo! riſing from yon dreary tomb, 
What ſpectres ſtalk acroſs the gloom | 
With haggard eyes, and viſage pale, 
And voice that moans with feeble wail! 
O'er yon long reſounding plain 


Slowly moves the ſolemn train; 


Wailing- 
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Wailing- wild with ſhrieks of woe 
O'er the bones that reſt below ! 
While the dull Night's ſtartled ear 
Shrinks, aghaſt with thrilling fear 
Or ſtand with thin robes waſting ſoon, 
And eyes that blaſt the ſickning moon! 


Vet thele, ere Time had roll'd their years aways 
Ere death's fell arm-had mark'd its aim; 
Rul'd yon proud tow'rs with ample forays 
Beheld the trembling ſwains obey ; | 
And wrought the glorious deed that ſwell'd the 
trump of Fame. 
| $. 
But why o'er = indulge the burſting figh ? 
Feels not each ſhrub the Tempeſt's pow'r ? 
Rocks not the dome when whirl-winds fly ? 
Nor ſhakes the hill Ga thunders rear ? 
| Lol mould'ring, wild, unknown, 
What Fanes, what Tow'rs e'erthrown, 


What tumbling chaos marks the waſte of Time! 


4 I ſee 
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I ſee Palmyra's temples fall 
Old Ruin ſhakes the hanging wall! 
Yon waſte where roaming lions howl, 
Yon aiſle where moans the grey-ey'd Owl, 
Shows the proud Perſian's great abode : * 
Where ſcepter d once, an earthly God! 
His pow'r-clad arm controul'd each happier clime, 
Where ſports the warbling Muſe, and Fancy ſoars 


ſublime. 
3. 2. 
Hark! — what dire ſound rolls murm' ring on the 
gale ? 


Ah! what ſoul- thrilling ſcene appears! 
1 fee the column'd arches fail ! 
And ſtrudures hoar, the boaſt of years 
What mould'ring piles decay d 
Gleam thro' the moon-ſtreak'd ſhade, 
Where Rome's proud Genius rear'd her awful 


brow ! 


H Sad 
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Sad monument! - Ambition near, 
Rolls on the duſt and pours a tear; 
Pale Honour drops the flutt' ring plume, 
And Conqueſt weeps o'er Czſar's tomb, 
Sow Patience fits with eye depreſt, 
And Courage beats his fobbing breaſt ;_ 


Ev'n War's red cheek the guſhing ſtreams o er- 


And Fancy's liſt'ning ear attends the plaint of Woe. 


3: 3. 
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Whence lies Old Egypt's deſert climt, 


Bleak, naked; wild! where Ruin low rs, 


Mid' Fanes, and Wrecks, and tumbling tow 1 
On the ſteep height waſte and bare, : 
Stands the Pow'r with hoary hair ! 

O'er His ſcythe He bends; — His hand 

Slowly ſhakes the flowing fand, 

While the Hours, an airy ring 


Lightly flit with downy wing ; 
And 
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And ſap the works of man; - and ſhade 
With filver'd locks his furrow'd head; 


Thence rolls the mighty Pow'r His broad ſurvey, 
And ſeals the Nations awful doom; 


He ſees proud Grandeur's meteor- ray, 
He yields to Joy the feſtive day; 

Then ſweeps the lengthning ſhade, and marks them 
for the tomb. 


To the Memory of Mr. H M***". 
AN ELEGY. 


F* REWEL ſweet ſhade; —O juſt beheld and 


gone | 
Lop'd like ſome bloſſom ere tis fully blown, 
| Bleft with each finer art that boaſts to pleaſe, 
Wit, ſpirit, genius, beauty, taſte and eaſe ; | 
Whate'er informing Nature could beſtow, 


Our pride and hope, our wonder, and our woe- 


— 
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O EARLx fled to the congenial ſkies ? : 
Sent like ſome darting beam that flames and dies ! | 
Some fire-robed cloud that pours unuſual day, : 
A glancing flaſh ! then breaks and burſts away. 


So ſhone thy ſoul ;—our wond'ring eyes ſurvey'd 


The dazzling ray that brighten'd, gleam'd, and fled. 


As in ſome draught the ſoft'ning pencil flows, 
And the warm bluſh of living beauty glows ; 
The mental traits by Nature's pencil wrought, 
Improv'd by learning, and refin'd by thought, 
As thro' fome mirror's vivid medium ſeen, 


Liv'd in thy look, and charm'd us in thy mien. 


INFoRMING Art, beſtow'd her genial pow'r 
To warm the ſoil, and rear the tender flow'r. 
Ev'n Fortune ſmil'd by Reaſon once controul'd, 
And ſhook her glitt ring plumes that flam'd with 
gold ; 


Pour'd 
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Pour'd all her ſtores, and gave thy form to move 
With melting ſweetneſs, and: the ſmiles of love. 


At laſt Ambition came I- each young deſire 
Felt her bold hand, and flam'd with noble fire. 
O glorious thirſt of praiſe! dear fatal flame 
That mounts the paſſions on the wings of Fame, 
Like lightning ſprings to ſeize th' expected prey, 
And ſtrikes the heart, and whirls the foul away. 


"Twas this that bore Thee from thy country far, 
To brave the deep, and court the ſtorm of war: 


Ah nc'er again in careleſs eaſe to rove! 
Ah ne'er to taſte the ſweets of filial love! 


To paint the ſcenes where rage and war prevail! 
To hang thy liſt'ning audience on the tale! 

No more the joys of former loves to trace, 

To melt with fondneſs in a Friend's embrace, 
Or, ſtruck with Nature's ſtrong reſiſtleſs charms, 


To ſpring with tranſport to a Parent's arms. 
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O FLED unhop'd to find an early tomb! 
O Joſt untimely in thy vernal bloom 
No tender hand, no weeping kindred near, 
No Friend, to ſtretch Thee on the fun'ral bier; 
No Parent's care to fold thy ſwimming eyes, 
| Kiſs thy pale lips, and catch thy dying ſighs, 
Hang deeply-mournful, till their hearts o'erflow, 
And melt in ſtreams of ſympathiſing woe 


E 
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On ſtony breaſts th' infecting ſorrow ſtole, 

And ſoft ning Pity touch'd the Stranger's ſoul, 
As bending o'er Thee ſtood the tribes unknown, 
Ev'n Toil's rough boſom heav'd a burſting groan ; 
War's grifly front the maſque of Anguiſh wears, 
And Fury's marble heart was thaw'd to tears. 


YET whence the grief theſe ſolemn ſcenes inſpire? 
Why o'er thy mem'ry 'plains the mournful lyre ? 
Why weep thy fate ?—releas'd to heav'nly joys, 


From theſe bleak climes of tumult, care, and noiſe : 


Elcap'd 
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Eſcap'd from Paſſion's rage, from Envy's ſnare, 
The dreams of Grandeur, and the ſtings of care; 
From all that Love, Fear, Reaſon, Grief reveal, 
The pangs we fanſy, and the pangs we feel. 


O EARLY call'd to join th' immortal throng ! 
Where no pale Care diſturbs thy ſweeter ſong ; 
No billows roar, no damp Contagions * riſe, 
No frown appears o'er all the cloudleſs ſkies; 
But from the ſource of light, a brightning ray 
Pours the warm ſunſhine of eternal day ; 

Angelic harps the ſprings of tranſport move, 


And the ſoul melts in vifion, and in love. 


' FRoM thence, perhaps, thy pitying eye deſcries, 
What once Ambition thought a glorious prize ; 
H 4 Looks 


This young gentleman, (the by admiral By N, in which he 
only hope of a family of diſtin- was early promoted, as the re- 
ction in the North of Scotland) ward of his gallant behaviour 
died of a contagious diſtemper on the memorable 2oth of May, 
on board of the fleet commanded 1756. 
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Looks down ſuperior on th' unequal ſtrife; 

And marks us ſtruggling thro' the ſtorm of life. 
So when the diſtant Mariner ſurveys - 

The law'ring tempeſt, and the boiling ſeas ; 
Oer their black boſom ſees the whirlwind rave, 
And the ſhip nodding on the ridgy wave! 
He breathes the ſigh of Pity over the ſcene, 
Then mid' the roar of thunder fits ſerene ; 


Peace waves her gentle olives o'er his head, 


And his clos'd eyes ſleep ſweetly in the ſhade. 


To the Memory of the late pious and 


ingenious Mr. H ERVE v. 


S rapt in thought the muſing mind ſurvey d 
k The vain of life, and walk'd the deepning 
Shade ; 
Ober Care s broad empire caſt its trembling view, 


| And mark'd the ching traits that Fancy drew: 


Her 
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Her magic hand at once transform'd the ſcene, _ 
And ſhow'd the {pot where Hegver ſleeps ſerene ; 
Stretch'd where lone Silence haunts the ſolemn 


gloom, X | 
Where Thought's keen eye pies 4 the <4 
tomb, 
Where Pleaſure's olitr ring dreams at 8 o er, 
And Love's ſoft muſic charms the ſoul no more. 


THRILL'D as I view'd, the ſtreaming tears o'er- 

low, 

From the big boſom burſts the ſighs of woe: 

Her friend now loſt *who taught the muſe to ſing, 

Check d her wild fight, and prun'd her trembling 
wing, 

Whoſe candid praiſe with eager hope inſpir'd, 

Whoſe cenſure chaſten'd, and whoſe genius fird; 

Abaſh d 


This and the five ſubſequent the honour to receive from Mr. 
lines allude to ſome perſonal fa-- Hervey. - - 
vours which the Author had 
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Abafh'd ſhe ſtood, her bold eſſays were vain, 
Nor tun'd the harp, nor pour'd the plaintive ſtrain. 


Wu lo! unfolding from the blaze of light! 
A Form all-beauteous flaſh'd upon the ſight ! 

The robes of heav'n involv'd his dazzling frame, 
And his eyes ſparkled with celeſtial flame: 

High oer his brow the waving radiance play'd, 
An orient crown inclos'd his beamy head ; 

His lip with Beauty's fine vermillion glow'd, 

And flow'rs ſpontaneous bloſſom'd as he trod. 
Twas GE NIUS:—pauſing o'er the ſacred dead, 
His bright eye languiſh'd, and the roſes fled, 

His moan remurmur'd o'er the ecchoing vale, 

His heav'n-wove robe hung looſen'd on the gale ; 
He ſnatch'd the lyre, and pour d the melting lay 
That ſtrikes the heart, and charms the ſoul away; 
Dull Night fat liſt'ning on her cloud-wrapt throne, 
And white-lip'd Anguiſh curb'd the burſting groan; 


On 
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On Care's wild thought the tuneful aecents flow, 
And ſounds melodious thrill'd the ear of woe. 


« O call'd at laſt th ALMiGaTY's praiſe to fing ! 
« Where oft thy genius tow'r'd with daring wing ! 
« Plac'd where no cares th' exulting wiſh controul ! 
« Bleſt with the joys that fir d thy kindling foul ! 
„Though ſmiles no more the placid eye ference, 
Nor rove the Graces o'er ſome pictur'd ſeene; 
« Though ſnatch'd from all thy boundleſs hope de- 
* ſign d, 8 
« When Life's full ſummer warm d thy ripening 
« mind: 
« Yet not theſe themes the plaintive muſe detain, 
« Thy friend, thy country claims the mournful 
« ſtrain ; 
Since loſt each nobler plan thy ſoul had wrought, 
Since ſtopt the ſtream of ſweet perſuaſive thought, 
5 Fled the bright noon thy burſting blaze had giv'n, 
And mute the voice that wrapt the ſoul to heav'n. 
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48 Row'D o'er thy page what beauteous traits 
„appear 


„„ What melting muſic ſteals the liſt ning ear ! 


* *Twas I whoſe pow'r the living picture caught, 

«< "Twas I whoſe pencil ting'd the glowing draught : 

« Thro' Death's black gloom T trac'd thy dubious way, 

« That kindred gloom, where Fancy loves to ſtray ! 

„Then led thee, circled with the laughing hours, 

« Where ſports young Zephyr o'er the waſte of 
« flow'rs ; 


« With richer ſtrokes the warm deſcription wrought, 


And touch'd with tranſport all the ſprings of 


6 thought. 
44 Mine was the ray on Night's dim curtain thrown 5 
« And mine the glaſs where gay Creation ſhone : 
Mine the bold wing that ſhot where Tempeſts riſe, 
« And mine the flight that reach'd the ftarry git. 


He ceas'd :—for ſudden on the wond'ring gaze, 


From heav'n's broad concave burſt the rapid blaze ! 


5 At 
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At once deſcending from the realms on high, 
An angel-ſhape arreſts the dazzled eye 
Looſe o'er her limbs the floating garment roll'd, 
Her ſparkling pinions flam'd with beamy gold, 
Her eyes like lightning glanc'd a piercing ray, 
And all th' illumin'd æther gleam'd with day! 
Near as ſhe came, ſuperior though reſign d, 
Her Form majeſtic aw'd the dubious mind ; 
With heighten'd grace her bloomy features glow'ds 
Free on her robe the mazy ringlets flow'd; 

Her balmy breath ambroſial ſcents perfume, 

And o'er her cheek was pour'd celeſtial bloom. 
Pale Sorrow brightned as RELIGION came, 
And ſlow- pac d Time ſtood trembling at the name 
Rage dragg'd in triumph ſwell'd her ſolemn train, 
And Death behind her groan'd, and clank'd his 


chain. 


SHE paus'd,—and muſing o'er the fun'ral bier, | 


Sigh'd deeply-ſad, and pour'd a tender tear; 
Then 
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Then check'd its courſe ; and brigthning as the ſun 
She look'd to heav'n ſerene, and thus begun : 


HAI, thou efcap'd to yonder worlds above; 
« Hail, join'd to ſaints that melt in ſtrains of love! 
At laſt tis come! the bright transforming day! 
« 'Th' exulting ſpirit burſts, and ſoars away 

« Looſe are its bars! and gain'd th' immortal prize, 
* breathes of heav'n fublime, and walks the ſlies ! 
« But late my hand yon beauteous ſcenes diſplay d, 
« And led thy ſteps thro' Life's perplexing ſhade ; 
« The vivid with a diſtant proſpect brought, | 
The rapt foul trembling o'er the verge of thought! 
« Yet then what tranſport taught thy hope to ſoar 
« How flam'd the kindling look that glanc'd it o'er ! 
How Fancy's touch the glowing draught refin'd ! 
« And light celeſtial pour'd upon the mind.” 


« A RACE unborn thy genius ſhall inſpire, 
« And ſouls yet dark'ned catch ſublime deſire.— 
a « When 
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« When to thy page, in ſame ſequeſter d bowr, 
« Calm muſing Thought devotes the ferious hour:. ' 
« Juſt when Aſpaſia's ſtrain has warm'd the breaſt, 
When Quiet ſoothes the ſettling ſoul to reſt ;- * 
« Then ſhall my hand: ſuperior pow'r impart, 

„% Then Love's perſuaſive. lay thall melt the heart: 
Then ſhall Religion's pureſt beams be giv'n : 
Now reſt in peace.” She ſaid; and ſoar'd to 


4a 
heav'n. P 


— — 


The Third Chapter of HA BAK EKU 
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paraphraſed. 


RAP T in the blaze of bright Gnome 


ef 


flame, 7. 


From Paran's lofty brow th ALmienTy came 
All heav'n with terror: view'd- His riſing frown; - - 
His dazzling eyes with living fplendor ſhone, 226k 
| Blaz'd the blue arch! th eternal portals glow? - 
Each rocking mountain bow'd, and groan'd below ! 
I | A 
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A troop of ghaſtly phantomes ſtrode before, 

Blue blaſting Plague, and War that floats in gore ; 
Loud fury, roaring with tumult'ous cries, 
And frantic Pain that tears her burning eyes ; 
Revenge, that boils like ſome fermenting flood, 
Grief that conſumes, and Rage that weeps in blood. 


On Judah's broad domain He caſt His view 
His eyes all-radiant piercing as He flew! 
Then mark'd its bound, and with one ſtern com- 


mand 


Th' affrighted nations ſhook, and ſwept them from 
| the land. : 

Then heav'n-bred Terror ſeiz d on ev'ry ſoul, 

And rock' d the labouring earth from pole to pole; 

Creation totter d at the dreadful ſound ! 

Groan'd all the hills! and burſt the ſolid ground! 

The ſweeping winds each tow'ring mountain bear 


Full on their wings, and whirl them in the air! 


ON 
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ON Cuſhan's tents He aim'd a fatal blow, 
And Midian trembled at th'Almighty Foe. 


He call'd the deep :—its tumbling waves obey; _ 
Th' aſtoniſh'd flood roll'd back to make Him way! 
Whence roſe His ire ? did ere the flood ditpleaſe 
Its God ?—or raged His fury on the ſeas ? 


When Iſrael's wond'ring hoſts IEHO VAR led, 
Why ſhrunk the backward rivers to their head ?. 


Why roar'd the Ocean from its inmoſt caves ? - 


| 
| 
| 


What arm repreſs'd, and froze the boiling waves ? 
O'er its broad boſom heav'n's Eternal rode, 
The waves divide before th' advancing God! ©. . . 
In heaps the cleaving billows lay o'erthrown, 

He ſtop'd their courſe, and touch'd them into ſtone !- 


—_ - 
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Lo where he comes !—defcending from afar - -- 


r anion en ena — 


In all the pomp of deſolating war! 8 
His cloudy brow. with frowning vengeance low'rs,. - 
And burſting round the forky thunder roars.. ==. 


— 
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See His red arm unſheathes the ſhining ſpear ! 


The glitt'ring blade hangs naked in the air! 


It rends the rock !—from all its guſhing veins 


A ſwelling deluge burſts, and pours along the plains. 


Hark, He commands !—obedient to His will, 


The pale Moon quakes, th' arreſted Sun ſtands* till ! 


Earth hears and ſhakes, devouring tempeſts riſe, 
Thick clouds and whirlwinds blacken all the ſkies; 


Tremble the poles !—in wild confuſion thrown 


Sink the ſteep Hills, —th' eternal Mountains groan, 


Wr dire portents my wond'ring ſoul affright ! 


What ſcenes of terror ſwim before my fight ! 


See mighty Babylon, (ſo heav'n ordains) 


The ſcourge of God ! ſtalks wildly o'er our plains! 


* The Author is ſenſible th.t 


there may appear ſome impro- 
priety in this ſentiment, as 1t 1s 
/[cemingly repugnant to the ſyſtem 
of CorERNS: CUs. He choſe 


owever to prefer this meaning 


Sweeps 


of the words to any other, as it 
is exattly conformable to the ori- 
ginal, and as it may be ſuppoſed 
to refer only to the motion of 


the ſun round his own axis. 
6 
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Sweeps like ſome ſwelling flood our hoſts away, 
Or ſwift as lightning ſprings, and graſps the prey. 


Vr fear not, Iſrael, at His dreadful ire ; 
Thou fav'rite child of heav'n's exalted Sire 
What though pale Rage, in her triumphant car, 
Drives o'er thy fields, and ſounds the blaſt of war | 
What though thy warriors load the purple plain!) 
Though bellowing Slaughter ſtrides o'er heaps of 
ſlain ! 


Though Horror numbs thy ſenſe, and freezes ev'ry | 


vein |! : 
Tis thus thy God makes boaſted might ſubſide, 


Thus ſpurns His foes, and bends the brow of pride : 


Yet know, thoſe wounds avenging Juſtice gave, 
Stern Ire impell'd, but Mercy meant to fave. 
Triumphant Mercy! that exalts the low, 

Sighs o'er th' oppreſs'd, and melts at human wos! 
Wipes ev'ry tear, bids pining Anguith ceaſe; 
And pours o'er all the healing balm of peace. 


I 2 Bur 
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Bur ſee once more th' intrepid Victor near | 
The ſhouts of battle thunder on my ear 
Mark, mark yon yielding throng ! —'tis Iſrael flies ! 
Groans, noiſe, deſpair, and tumult rend the ſkies. 
I faint : o'erpow'r'd beneath the whelming flood, 
Wild numbing Grief congeals my creeping blood; 
[ fee, I ſhudder at th' approaching train! 
My lips too quiver with convulſive pain: 


Fix'd dumb with horror at this dreadful blow, 


[| ſtand, —a ſpeechleſs monument of woe! 


Ver Mighty God !—be all my pow'rs reſign'd! 
And thine each nobler hope that warms the mind. 
Then though no more to crown the peaſant's toil, 
The bleeding olive ſtream with facred oil ; 
Though figs no more their leafy tendrils join, 
Though ſcorching lightning blaſt the budding vine; 
Though the rough ſteed lie panting on the plain, 


Nor wave th' autumnal fields with golden grain : 


Yet 


9 


Yet ſhall my ſoul thy wond'rous grace proclaim, 


8, Se. 117 


Vet this fond heart ſhall triumph in thy name. 


When o'er the earth Thou wav'ſt th' avenging rod, 


When Nature trembles at an angry God; 


When the bold breaſt, with terror not its own, 


Shakes at thy voice, and withers at thy frown ; 


Then by no ſtorms diſmay'd, no fears depreſt, 
In Thee my foul ſhall find perpetual reſt; 


O'er me ſecure thy hov'ring wings ſhall ſpread, 


And Slcep's mild opiate bleſs my peaceful bed.“ 


*The Reader will eaſily ob- 
ſerve that this chapter hath been 
paraphraſed with ſome liberty. 
The beauties of it are thick 
ſown. The expreſſion is uncom- 
monly ſublime, the figures bold, 
the painting rich, and the de- 
ſcription animated, The Author 
hath enlarged on ſome verſes, 
tranſpoſed or even amitted others, 


and given ſuch a turn to the reſt, 
as may convey moſt perſpicu - 
ouſly the meaning of the Pro- 
phet. Upon the wholc, he hath 
endeavourcd to paint fome A 
ing features ; but where he found 
it impoſſible in any meaſure to 
equal, he had not the temerity 
of attempting to imitate. 
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